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ROCKED ON THE ORANGE BRANCHES AND SANG DYE: 
MESSAGE OF ENCOURAGEMENT TO MEN 
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i^Goodckeerf Good cheer rexuUedUieCariiHa- 



He darted through theorange 
orchard searching for sltigs 
for his breakfast, and be- 
tween whiles he rocked on 
the branches and rang over 
his message of encourage- 
ment to men. The song of 
the Cardinal was overflowing 
with joy, for this was his 
holiday, his playtime. The 
southern world was filled 
with brilliant sunshine, gaudy 
an abundance of fniit, myriads of insects, 
■nd never a thing to do except to bathe, feast, and 
be happy. No wonder his song was a prophecy of good 
cheer for the future, for happiness made up the whole of 
Ids past. 

Hie Cardinal was onfy a yearling, yet his crest flared 
I4|^ his beard was cii^ and black, and he was a veiy 




C&e 9on0 of t&e CatDinal\ 

prodigy in size and colouring. Fathers of his family that 
had accomplished many migrations appeared small beside 
him, and coats that had been shed season after season 
tseemed dull compared with his. It was as if a pulsing 
heart of flame passed by when he came winging through 
the orchard. 

Last season the Cardinal had pipped his shell, away to 
the north, in that paradise of the birds, the Limberlost. 
There thousands of acres of black marsh-muck stretch 
under summers' sun and winters' snows. There are 
darksome pools of miurky water, bits of swale, and high 
mosass. Giants of the forest reach skyward, or, coated 
with velvet slime, lie decaying in sun-flecked pools, while 
the underbrush is almost impenetrable. 

The swamp resembles a big dining-table for the birds. 
Wild grape-vines clamber to the tops of the highest trees, 
spreading lunbrella-wise over the branches, and their 
festooned floating trailers wave as silken fringe in the play 
of the wind. The birds loU in the shade, peel bark, 
gather dried curlers for nest material, and feast on the 
pungent fniit. They chatter in swarms over the wild- 
cheiry trees, and overload their crops with red haws, wild 
plums, papaws, blackberries and mandrake. The alders 
around the edge draw flocks in search of berries, and the 
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marsh grasses and weeds are weighted with seed hunters^ 
The muck is alive with worms; and the whole swamp 
ablaze with flowers, whose colours and perfumes attract 
myriads of insects and butterflies. 

Wild creepers flaxmt their red and gold from the tree- 
tops, and the bimiblebees and humming-birds make 
coBGLmon cause in rifling the honey-laden trumpets. The 
air around the wild-plmn and red-haw trees is vibrant 
with the beating wings of millions of wild bees, and the 
bee-birds feast to gluttony. The fetid odours of the 
swamp draw insects in swarms, and fly-catchers tumble 
and twist in air in pursuit of them. 

Every hollow tree homes its colony of bats. Snakes 
stm on the bushes. The water folk leave trails of shining 
ripples in their wake as they cross the lagoons. Turtles 
waddle clxunsily from the logs. Frogs take graceful leaps 
from pool to pool. Everything native to that section of 
the country — ^undergroxmd, creeping, or a-wing — can be 
found in the Limberlost; but above all it is the chosen 
habitation of the birds. 

Dainty green warblers nest in its tree-tops, and red- 
eyed vireos choose a location below. It is the home of 
bell-birds, finches, and thrushes. There are flocks of 
blackbirds, grackles^ and crows. Jays and catbirds quar- 
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rd constantly, and maxsh-wrens keep up never-ending 
chatter. Orioles swing their pendent piurses from the 
branches, and with the tanagers picnic on mulberries 
and insects. In the evening, night-hawks dart on silent 
wing; whippoorwills set up a plaintive cry that they con- 
tinue far into the night; and owls revel in moonlight and 
rich hunting. At dawn, robins wake the echoes of each 
new day with the admonition, "Cheer up! Cheer upT' 
and a little later big black vultures go wheeling through 
doudland or hang there, like frozen splashes, searching 
the Limberlost and the surrounding coxmtry for food. The 
boom of the bittern resounds all day, and above it the 
rasping scream of the blue heron, as he strikes terror to 
the hearts of frogdom; while the occasional cries of a lost 
loon, strayed from its flock in northern migration, fill the 
swamp with sounds of wailing. 

Flashing through the tree-tops of the Limberlost there 
are birds whose coloiu: is more brilliant than that of the 
gaudiest flower lifting its face to light and air. The lilies 
of the mire are not so white as the white herons that fish 
among them. The ripest spray of goldenrod is not so 
highly cdoiured as the burnished gold on the breast of the 
oriole that rocks on it. The jays are bluer than the cal^ 
mnus bed they wrangl^>ove with throaty chatter. The 
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finches are a finer purple than the ironwort. Fcm* every 
clump of foxfire flaming in the Limberlost, there is a car- 
dinal glowing redder on a bush above it. These may not 
be more numerous than other birds, but their briUiant 
colouring and the fearless disposition that keep them 
forever in evidence make them seem so. 

The Cardinal was hatched m a thicket of sweetbrier 
and blackberry. His father was a tough old widower of 
many experiences and variable temper. He was the big- 
gest, most aggressive redbird in the Limberlost, and 
easily reigned king of his kind. Catbirds, king-birds, and 
shrikes gave him a wide berth, and not even the ever- 
quarrelsome jays plucked up enough courage to antag- 
onize him. A few days after his latest bereavement, he 
saw a fine, plump yoimg female; and she so. filled his eye 
that he gave her no rest until she permitted his caresses, 
and carried the first twig to the wild rose. She was very 
proud to mate with the king of the Limberlost; and if 
deq) in her heart she felt transient fears of her lordly 
master, she gave no sign, for she was a bird of goodly pro- 
portion and fine feather herself. 

She chose her location with the eye of an artist, and the 
judgment of a nest builder of more experience. It would 
be difficult for snakes and squirrels to penetrate that 
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briery thicket. The white berry blossoms scarcely had 
ceased to attract a swarm of insects before the sweets 
of the roses recalled them; by the time they had faded, 
luscious big berries ripened within reach and drew food 
hunters. She built with far more than ordinary care. 
It was a beautifid nest, not nearly so carelessly made as 
those of her kindred all through the swamp. There was a 
distinct attempt at a cup shape, and it reaUy was neatly 
lined with dried blades of sweet marsh grass. But it 
was in the laying of her first egg that the queen cardinal 
forever distinguished herself. She was a fine healthy 
bird, full of love and happiaess over her first venture in 
nest-building, and she so far surpassed herself on that 
occasion she had difl&culty in convincing any one that 
she was responsible for the result. 

Indeed, she was compelled to lift beak and wing against 
her mate in defense of this egg, for it was so unusually 
large that he could not be persuaded short of force that 
some sneak of the feathered tribe had not slipped in and 
deposited it in her absence. The king felt sure there was 
something wrong with the egg, and wanted to roll it from 
the nest; but the queen knew her own, and stoutly bat* 
tied for its protection. She further increased their pros* 
pects by laying three others. After that the king madd 

8 



Cfte %ons o( ttt CatOinal 

vp his mind tibat she was a most remarkable bird^ 
and went away pleasure-seeking; but the queen settled 
to brooding, a picture of joyous faith and contentment. 

Through all the long days, when the heat became 
intense, and the king was none too thoughtful of her appe- 
tite ot comfort, she nestled those four eggs against her 
breast and patiently waited. The big egg was her treas- 
ure. She gave it constant care. Many times in a day 
she tinned it; and always against her breast there was the 
individual pressure that distinguished it from the others. 
It was the first to hatch, of course, and the queen felt that 
she had enough if all the others failed her; for this egg 
pipped with a resounding pip, and before the silky down 
was really dry on the big terra-cotta body, the yoimg 
Cardinal arose and lustily demanded food. 

The king came to see him and at once acknowledged 
subjugation. He was the father of many promising 
cardinals, yet he never had seen one like this. He set 
the Limberlost echoes rolling with his jubilant rejoicing. 
He imceasingly hunted for tlie ripest berries and seed. 
He stuffed that baby from morning until night, and never 
came with food that he did not find him standing a-top the 
others calling for more. The queen was just as proud of 
him and quite as foolish in her idolatry, but she kept 
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tally and gave the remainder every other worm in turn. 
They were unusually fine babies, but what chance has 
merely a fine baby in a family that possesses a prodigy? 
The Cardinal was as large as any two of the other nest- 
lings, and so red the very down on him seemed tiaged with 
crimson; his skin and even his feet were red. 

He was the first to climb to the edge of the nest and the 
first to hop on a limb. He surprised his parents by find* 
ing a slug, and winged his first flight to such a distance 
that his adoring mother almost went into spasms lest his 
strength might fail, and he would fall into the swamp 
and become the victim of a himgry old turtle. He re- 
turned safely, however; and the king was so pleased he 
hunted him an imusually ripe berry, and perching before 
him, gave him his first language lesson. Of course, the 
Cardinal knew how to cry "Pee** and "Chee" when he 
burst his shell; but the king taught him to chip with ac- 
curacy and expression, and he learned that very day that 
male birds of the cardinal family always call "Chip," and 
the females " Chook." In fact, he learned so rapidly and 
was generally so observant, that before the king thought 
5t wise to give the next lesson, he found him on a limb, his 
beak dosed, his throat swelling, practising his own render- 
ing of the tribal calls, "Wheat! Wheat! Wheat!'* "Here! 
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Herel Here!" and "Clieerl Clieer! Clieerl" This so de- 
lighted the king that he whistled them over and over and 
he^)ed the youngster all he could. 

He was so proud of him that this same night he gave 
him his first lesson in tucking his head properly and going 
to sleep alone. In a few more daySy when he was^sure of 
his wing strength^ he gave him instructions in flying. He 
taught him how to spread his wings and slowly sail from 
tree to tree; how to fly in short broken curves, to avoid the 
aim of a hunter; how to tiun abruptly in air and make 
a quick dash after a bug or an enemy. He taught him the 
proper angle at which to breast a stiff wind, and that he 
always should meet a storm head first, so that the water 
would run as the plumage lay. 

His first bathing lesson was a pronounced success. 
The Cardinal enjoyed water like a duck. He bathed, 
splashed, and romped imtil his mother was almost crazy 
for fear he would attract a watersnake or turtle; but the 
element of fear was not a part of his disposition. He 
learned to dry, dress, and plmne his feathers, and showed 
6uch remarkable pride in keepiag himself inunaculate, 
that although only a youngster, he was already a bird of 
such great promise, that many of the feathered inhabitants 
of the Limberlost came to pay him a call 
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Next, the king took him on a long trip around the ] 
swamp, and taught him to select the proper places to;^ 
hunt for worms; how to search under leaves for plant-Ik^ 
and slugs for meat; which berries were good and safe, and 
the kind of weeds that bore the most and best seeds. Ha . ) 

".Vf 

showed him how to find tiny pebbles to grind his food, • 
and how to sharpen and polish his beak. 

Then he took up the reed music lessons, and taught hSm^ 
how to whistle and how to warble and trill. '^Good " 
Cheer! Good Cheer!" intoned the king. "Coo Cher I 
Coo Cher I " imitated the Cardinal. These songs were aniy . 
studied rq)etitions, but there was a depth and volimoie in 
his voice that gave promise of f utiure greatness, when ag6 
should have developed him, and experience awakened hid • .; 
emotions. He was an excellent musician for a yoimgster. ^ 

He soon did so well in caring for himself, in fiinding 
food and in flight, and grew so big and independent, that 
he made munerous exciursions alone through the Limber- . 
lost; and so impressive were his proportions, and so ag* ,^ 
gressive his manners, that he suffered no molestation.- • 
In fact, the reign of the king promised to end speedily; 
but if he feared it he made no sign, and his pride in his 
wonderful offspring was always manifest. After the Car- 
dinal had eaqplored the swamp thoroughly, a longing for 
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a wider range grew upon him; and day after day he lin- 
gered around the borders, looking across the wide cul- 
tivated fields, almost aching to test his wings in one long, 
high, wild stretch of flight. 

A day came when the heat of late summer set the marsh 
steaming, and the Cardinal, flying close to the borders, 
caught the breeze from the upland; and the vision of 
broad fields stretching toward the north so enticed him 
that he spread his wings, and following the line of trees 
and fences as much as possible, he made his first journey 
from home. That day was so delightful it decided his for- 
tunes. It would seem that the swamp, so appreciated by 
his kindred, shoxild have been sufficient for the Cardinal, 
but it was not. With every mile he winged his flight, came 
a greater sense of power and strength, and a keener love for 
the broad sweep of field and forest. His heart boimded 
with the zest of rocking on the wind, racing through 
the simshine, and sailing over the endless panorama of 
waving com fields, meadows, orchards, and woodlands. 

The heat and closeness of the Limberlost seemed a 

'prison weU escaped, as on and on he flew in straight un- 

tiring flight Crossing a field of half-ripened com that 

slqped to the river, the Cardinal saw many birds feeding 

[there, so he alighted on a tall tree to watch them. Soon 
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he decided that he would like to try this new food. He 
found a place where a crow had left an ear nicely laid 
open, and clinging to the husk, as he saw the others do, he 
stretched to his full height and drove his strong sharp 
beak into the creamy grain. After the stifling swamp 
himting, after the long exciting flight, to rock on this 
swaying com and drink the rich milk of the grain, was to 
the Cardinal his first taste of nectar and ambrosia. He 
lifted his head when he came to the golden kernel, and 
chipping it in tiny specks, he tasted and approved with 
all the delight of an epiciure in a delicious new dish. 

Perhaps there were other treats in the next field. He 
decided to fly even farther. But he had gone only a short 
distance when he changed his course and tinned to the 
South, for below him was a long, shining, creeping thing, 
fringed with willows, while towering above them were 
giant sycamore, maple, tulip, and elm trees that caught 
and rocked with the wind; and the Cardinal did not know 
what it was. Filled with wonder he dropped lower and 
lower. Birds were everywhere, many flying over and 
dq)ping into it; but its dear creeping silver was a mysteiy 
to the Cardinal. 

The beautiful river of poetry and song that the Jb^ 
dians first discovered; and later with the French^ named 
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Ouabache; the winding shining river that Logan and Me^ 
shin-go-me-sia loved; the only river that could tempt Wa- 
ca-co-nah from the Salamonie and Mississinewa; the river 
beneath whose silver sycamores and giant maples Chief 
Godfrey travelled many miles to pitch his camp-fires, was 
never more beautiful than on that perfect autimin day. 

With his feathers pressed closely, the Cardinal alighted 
on a willow, and leaned to look, quivering with excitement 
and uttering explosive "chips"; for there he was, face to 
face with a big redbird that appeared neither peaceful 
nor timid. He uttered an impudent " Chip " of challenge, 
which, as it left his beak, was flimg back to him. The 
Cardinal flared his crest and half lifted his wings, stiffening 
them at the butt; the bird he was facing did the same. 
In his surprise he arose to his full height with a dexterous 
]ittle side step, and the other bird straightened and side- 
stepped exactly with him. This was too insulting for the 
Cardinal Straining every muscle, he made a dash at the 
impudent stranger. 

He struck the water with such force that it splashed 
above the willows, and a kingfisher, stationed on a stiunp 
opposite him, watching the shoals for minnows, saw it. 
He spread his beak and rolled forth rattling laughter, 
until his voice reechoed from point to point down the 
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river. The Cardinal scarcely knew how he got out, but 
he had learned a new lesson. That beautiful, shining, 
creeping thing was water; not thick, tepid, black marsh 
water, but pure, cool, silver water. He shook his pliun- 
age, feeling a degree redder from shame, but he would not 
be laughed into leaving. He found it too delightful. In 
a short time he ventiured down and took a sip, and it was 
the first real drink of his life. Oh, but it was good! 

When thirst from the heat and his long flight was 
quenched, he ventiured in for a bath, and that was a new 
and delightful experience. How he splashed and splashed, 
and sent the silver drops flying! How he ducked and 
soaked and cooled in that rippling water, in which he 
might remain as long as he pleased and splash his fill; 
for he could see the bottom for a long distance all 
aroimd, and easily could avoid anything attempting to 
harm him. He was so wet when his bath was finished he 
scarcely could reach a bush to dry and dress his plim:iage. 

Once again in perfect feather, he remembered the bird 
of the water, and retiuned to the willow. There in the 
depths of the shining river the Cardinal discovered him- 
self, and his heart swelled big with just pride. Was that 
broad full breast his? Where had he seen any othei 
cardinal with a crest so high it waved in the wind? How^ 
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big and black his eyes were, and his beard was ahnost as 
long and crisp as his father's. He spread his wings and 
gloated on their sweep, and twisted and flirted his taiL 
He went over his toilet again and dressed every feather 
on him. He scoxured the back of his neck with the butt 
of his wings, and tucking his head imder them, slowly drew 
it out time after time to polish his crest. He turned and 
twisted. He rocked and paraded, and every glimpse he 
caught of his size and beauty filled him with pride. He 
strutted like a peacock and chattered like a jay. 

When he could find no further points to admire, some- 
thing else caught his attention. When he "chipped** 
there was an answering " Chip" across the river; certainly 
there was no cardinal there, so it must be that he was hear- 
ing his own voice as well as seeing himself. Selecting 
a conspicuous perch he sent an incisive "Chip!" across 
the water, and in kind it came back to him. Then he 
''chipped" softly and tenderly, as he did in the Limber- 
lost to a favourite little sister who often came and perched 
beside him in the maple where he slept, and softly and 
tenderly came the answer. Then the Cardinal imderstood. 
^'Wheatl Wheat! Wheat!" He whistled it high, and he 
whistled it low. "Cheer! Cheer! Cheer!" He whistled 
it tenderly and shaiply and imperiously. "Here! Herel 
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Here!*' At this ringing command, every bird, as fax as 
the river carried his voice, came to investigate and re- 
mained to admire. Over and over he rang every change 
he coxild invent. He made a gallant eflFort at warbling 
and trilling, and then, with the gladdest heart he ever 
had known, he burst into ringing song: "Good Cheer I 
Good Cheer! Good Cheer! " 

As evening came on he grew restless and imeasy, so he 
slowly winged his way back to the Limberlost; but that 
day forever spoiled him for a swamp bird. In the night 
he restlessly ruffled his feathers, and sniffed for the breeze 
of the meadows. He tasted the com and the clear water 
again. He admired his image in the river, and longed for 
the sound of his voice, until he began murmuring, " WheatI 
Wheat! Wheat!" in his sleep. In the earliest dawn a 
robin awoke him singing, "Cheer up! Cheer up!" and he 
answered with a sleepy "Cheer! Cheer! Cheer!" Later 
the robin sang again with exquisite softness and tender- 
ness: "Cheer up. Dearie! Cheer up. Dearie! Cheer up I 
Cheei up! Cheer!" The Cardinal, now fully awakened, 
shouted lustily, "Good Cheer! Good Cheer!" and after 
that it was only a short time until he was on his way 
toward the shining river. It was better than before, and 
eveiy following day f oimd him feasting in the com field 
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and bathing in the shining water; but he always returned 
to his family at nightfall. 

When black frosts began to strip the Limberlost, and 
food was almost reduced to dry seed, there came a day 
on which the king marshalled his followers and gave the 
magic signal With dusk he led them southward, mile 
after mile, until their breath fell short, and their wings 
ached with imaccustomed flight; but because of the trips 
to the river, the Cardinal was stronger than the others, and 
he easily kept abreast of the king. In the early morning, 
even before the robins were awake, the king settled in the 
Everglades. But the Cardinal had lost all liking for 
swamp life, so he stubbornly set out alone, and in a short 
time he had found another river. It was not quite so 
delightful as the shining river; but still it was beautiful, 
and on its gently sloping bank was an orange orchard. 
There the Cardinal rested, and f oimd a winter home after 
his heart's desire. 

The following morning, a golden-haired little girl and 
an old man with snowy locks came hand in hand through 
the orchard. The child saw the redbird and immediately 
claimed him, and that same day the edict went forth that 
a very dreadful time was in store for any one who harmed 
or even frightened the Cardinal. So in security began a 
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series of days that were pure delight. The orchard was 
alive with insects, attracted by the heavy odours, and 
slugs infested the bark. Feasting was almost as good as 
in the Limberlost, and always there was the river to drink 
from and to splash in at will. 

In those days the child and the old man lingered for 
hours in the orchard, watching the bird that every day 
seemed to grow bigger and brighter. What a picture his 
coat, now a bright cardinal red, made against the waxy 
green leaves ! How big and brilliant he seemed as he raced 
and darted in play among the creamy blossoms! How the 
little girl stood with clasped hands worshipping him, as 
with swelling throat he rocked on the highest spray and 
sang his inspiring chorus over and over: "Good (Theer! 
Good Cheer ! " Every day they came to watch and listen. 
They scattered crimabs; and the Cardinal grew so friendly 
that he greeted their coming with a quick "Chip! Chipr* 
while the delighted child tried to repeat it after him. Soon 
they became such friends that when he saw them ap- 
proaching he would call softly "Chip! Chip I" and then 
with beady eyes and tilted head await her reply. 

Sometimes a member of his family from the Everglades 
found his way into the orchard, and the Cardinal, having 
grown to fed a sense of proprietorshipi resented the ins, 
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trusion and pursued him like a streak of flame. Whenever 
any straggler had this experience, he returned to the 
swamp realizing that the Cardinal of the orange orchard 
was almost twice his size and strength, and so startlingly 
red as to be a wonder. 

One day a gentle breeze from the north sprang up and 
stirred the orange branches, wafting the heavy perfimie 
across the land and out to sea, and spread in its stead a 
cool, delicate, pimgent odour. The Cardinal lifted his 
head and whistled an inquiring note. He was not certain^ 
and went on searching for slugs, and predicting happiness 
in full round notes: "Good Cheer! Gkxxl Cheer!" Again 
the odour swept the orchard, so strong that this time there 
was no mistaking it. The Cardinal darted to the top- 
most branch, his crest flaring, his tail twitching nervously. 
*'Chipl Chip!" he cried with excited insistence, "Chip I 
Oiip!'' 

The breeze was coming stiflBy and steadily now, unlike 
an3rthing the Cardinal ever had known, for its cool breath 
told of ice-bound fields breaking up under the sim. Its 
damp touch was from the spring showers washing the face 
of the northland. Its subtle odoiu* was the commingling 
of myriads of imf olding leaves and crisp plants, upspring- 
jbg; its pungent perfume was the pollen of catkins. 
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Up in the land of the Limberlost, old Mother Nature, 
with strident muttering, had set about her annual house- 
cleaning. With her eflicient broom, the March wind^ 
she was sweeping every nook and cranny clean. With 
her scrub-bucket overflowing with April showers, she was 
washing the face of all creation, and if these measures 
failed to produce cleanliness to her satisfaction, she gave 
a final polish with storms of hafl. The shining river was 
filled to overflowing; breaking up the ice and canying a 
load of refuse, it went rolling to the sea. The ice and 
snow had not altogether gone; but the long-pregnant 
earth was mothering her children. She cringed at every 
step, for the groimd was teeming with life. Bug and 
worm were working to light and warmth. Thrusting 
aside the mold and leaves above them, spring beauties, 
hepaticas, and violets lifted tender golden-green heads. 
The sap was flowing, and leafless trees were covered with 
swelling buds. Delicate mosses were creeping over every 
stick of decaying timber. The lichens on stone and fence 
were freshly painted in xmending shades of gray and green. 
M3niads of flowers and vines were springing up to cover 
last year's decaying leaves. "The beautiful xmcut hair 
of graves'' was creeping over meadow, spreading beside 
roadways, and blanketing every naked ^x)t. 
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The Limberlost was waking to life even ahead of the 
fields and the river. Through the winter it had been the 
barest and dreariest of places; but now the earliest signs 
of returning spring were in its martial music, for when the 
green hyla pipes, and the bullfrog drums, the bird voices 
soon join them. The catkins bloomed first; and then, in 
an incredibly short time, flags, rushes, and vines were like 
a sea of waving green, and swelling buds were ready to 
burst. In the upland the smoke was curling over sugar- 
camp and clearing; in the forests animals were rousing from 
their long sleep; the shad were starting anew their never- 
ending journey up the shining river; peeps of green were 
mantling hilltop and valley; and the northland was ready 
for its dearest sprmgtime treasures to come home again. 

From overhead were ringing those first glad notes, 
caught nearer the Throne than those of any other bird, 
"Spring o* year! Spring o^ year!"; while stilt-legged 
Kttle killdeers were scudding around the Limberlost 
and beside the river, flinging from cloudland their "Kill 
deer! Kill deer!" call. The robins in the orchards were 
pulling the long dried blades of last year's grass from be- 
neath the snow to line their mud- walled cups; and the 
bluebirds were at the hollow apple tree. Flat on the top 
fail, the doves were gathering their few coarse sticks and 
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twigs together. It was such a splendid place to set their 
cradle. The weatherbeaten, rotting old rails were the 
very colour of the busy dove mother. Her red-rimmed eye 
fitted into the background like a tiny scarlet lichen cup. 
Siu-dy no one woxild ever see her! The Limberlost and 
shining river, the fields and forests, the wayside bushes 
and fences, the stimips, logs, hollow trees, even the bare 
brown breast cOlother Earth, were all waiting to cradle 
their own again; and by one of the untold miracles each 
woxild retmn to its place. 

There was intoxication in the air. The subtle, pimgent, 
ravishing odours on the wind, of imfolding leaves, ice- 
water washed plants, and catkin pollen, were an elixir to 
humanity. The cattle of the field were fairly drunk with 
it, and herds, dry-fed during the winter, were coming to 
their first grazing with heads thrown high, romping, bel- 
lowing, and racing like wild things. 

The north wind, sweeping from icy fastnesses, caught 
this odom: of spring, and carried it to the orange orchards 
and Everglades; and at a breath of it, crazed with excite- 
ment, the Cardinal went flaming through the orchard, for 
with no one to teach him, he knew what it meant. The 
call had come. Holidays were over. 

It was time to go home, time to riot in crisp &eshnesS| 
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time to go courting, time to make love, time to possess 
ovm^ time for mating and nest-building. All that day 
he flashed around, nervous with dread of the imknown^ 
and palpitant with delightful expectation; but with the 
coming of dusk he began his journey northward. 

When he passed the Everglades, he winged his way 
slowly, and repeatedly sent down a challenging "Chip/* 
but there was no answer. Then the Car#Qal knew that 
the north wind had carried a true message, for the king 
and his followers were ahead of him on their way to the 
limberlost. Mile after mile, a thing of pulsing fire, he 
breasted the blue-black night, and it was not so very long 
until he could discern a flickering patch of darkness sweep- 
ing the sky before him. The Cardinal flew steadily in a 
straight sweep, imtil with a throb of triimiph in his heart, 
he arose in his course, and from far overhead, flung down 
a boastful challenge to the king and his followers, as he 
sailed above them and was lost from sight. 

It was still dusky with the darkness of night when he 
crossed the Limberlost, dropping low enough to see its 
branches laid bare, to catch a gleam of green in its swelling 
buds, and to hear the wavering chorus of its frogs. But 
there was no hesitation in his flight. Straight and sure 
he winged his way toward the shining river; and it was 
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only a few more miles until the rolling waters of its spring- 
time flood caught his eye. Droj^ing precipitately, he 
plunged his burning beak into the loved water; then he 
flew into a fine old stag simiac and tucked his head imder 
his wing for a short rest. He had made the long flight 
in one imbroken sweep, and he was sleepy. In utter con- 
tent he ruflBied his feathers and closed his eyes, for he was 
beside the shining river; and it would be another season 
before the orange orchard would ring again with his 
''Good Cheer 1 Good Cheerl'^ 
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**Wet year! Wet year!'* prophesied the Cardinal 




Till sumac seemed to fill 
\ \-> 1 lea of a perfect loca- 
tiiii from the very first. He 
perched on a limb, and be- 
tween dresfimg his plumage 
and pecking at last year's 
sour dried berries, he sent 
abroad his prediction. Old 
Mother Nature verified his 
wisdom by sending a dash- 
ing shower, but he cared not 
at all for a wetting. He knew 
bow to tuin his crimson suit into the most perfect 
d water-proof coats; so he flattened his crest, sleeked 
his feathers, and breasting the April downpour, kept on 
calling for lain. He knew he would appear brighter 
when it was past, and he seemed to know, too, that 
eveiy day of sunshine and shower would bring nearer 
his heart's desit& 
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He was a very Beau Brummel while he waited. From 
morning until night he bathed, dressed his feathers^ 
sunned himself, fluffed and flirted. He strutted and 
*' chipped" incessantly. He claimed that simiac for his 
very own, and stoutly battled for possession with many 
intruders. It grew on a densely wooded slope, and the 
shining river went singing between grassy banks, whitened 
with spring beauties, below it. Crowded around it were 
thickets of papaw, wild grape-vines, thorn, dpgwood, and 
red haw, that attracted bug and insect; and just across 
the old snake fence was a field of mellow mould sloping to 
the river, that soon would be plowed for com, turning but 
numberless big fat grubs. 

He was compelled almost hoiu-ly to wage battles for his 
location, for there was something fine about the old stag 
sumac that attracted homestead seekers. A sober paff 
of robins began laying their foundations there the morning 
the Cardinal arrived, and a couple of blackbirds tried to 
take possession before the day had passed. He had little 
urouble with the robins. They were easily conquered, 
and with small protest settled a rod up the bank in a 
wild-prum tree; but the air was thick with "chq)s," 
ehatter, and red and black feathers, before the black- 
birds acknowledged defeat. They w^e old-timers, and 
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knew about the grubs and the young com; but 
they also knew when they were beaten, so they moved 
down stream to a scrub oak, trying to assure each other 
that it was the place they really had wanted from the 
firsL 

The Cardinal was left boasting and strutting in the 
sumac, but in his heart he found it lonesome business. 
Being the son of a king, he was much too dignified to beg 
for a mate, and besides, it took all his time to guard the 
simiac; but his eyes were wide open to all that went on 
around him, and he envied the blackbird his glossy, de- 
voted little sweetheart, with all his might. He almost 
strained his voice trying to rival the love-song of a skylark 
that hung among the clouds above a meadow across the 
river, and poured down to his mate a story of adoring 
love and sympathy. He screamed a " Chip " of such sav- 
age jealousy at a pair of killdeer lovers that he sent them 
scampering down the river bank without knowing that 
the crime of which they stood convicted was that of being 
mated when he was not. As for the doves that were al- 
ready brooding on the line fence beneath the maples, 
the Cardinal was torn between two opinions. 

He was alone, he was love-sick, and he was holding the 
finest building location beside the shining river for his 
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mate, and her slowness in coming made their devotion 
difficult to endure when he coveted a true love; but it 
seemed to the Cardinal that he never could so forget him- 
self as to emulate the example of that dove lover. The 
dove had no dignity; he was so effusive he was a nuisance. 
He kept his dignified Quaker mate stuffed to discomfort; 
he clung to the side of the nest trying to help brood until 
he almost crowded her from the eggs. He pestered her 
with caresses and cooed over his love-song until every 
chipmimk on the line fence was familiar with his stoiy. 
The Cardinal's temper was worn to such a fine edge that 
he darted at the dove one day and pulled a big tuft of 
feathers from his back. When he had returned to the- 
sxunac, he was compelled to admit that his anger lay quite 
as much in that he had no one to love as because the dove 
was disgustingly devoted. 

Every morning brought new arrivals — trim young 
females fresh from their long holiday, and big boastful 
males appearing their brightest and bravest, each singer 
almost splitting his throat in the effort to captivate the 
mate he coveted. They came flashing down the river 
bank, like rockets of scarlet, gold, blue, and black; rocking 
on the willows, splashing in the water, bursting into jets 
of melody, making every possible display of their beauty 
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and music; and at times fighting fiercely when they dis- 
covered that the females they were wooing favoured their 
rivals and desired only to be friendly with them. 

The heart of the Cardinal sank as he watched. There 
vms not a member of his immediate family among jthem. 
He pitied himself as he wondered if fate had in store for 
him the trials he saw others suffering. Those dreadful 
feathered females! How they coquetted! How they 
flirted! How they sleeked and flattened their pliunage, 
Itnd with half-open beaks and sparkling eyes, hopped 
closer and doser as if charmed. The eager singers, with 
swelling throats, sang and sang in a very frenzy of ex« 
travagant pleading, but just when they felt sure their 
little loves were on the point of surrender, a rod distant 
above the bushes would go streaks of feathers, and there 
was nothing left but to endure the bitter disappointment^ 
follow them, and begin all over. For the last three days 
the Cardinal had been watching his cousin, rose-breasted 
Grosbeak, make violent love to the most exquisite 
little female, who apparently encouraged his advances^ 
only to see him left sitting as blue and disconsolate as 
any human lover, when he discovers that the maid who 
has coquetted with him for a season belongs to another 
man* 
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The Cardinal flew to the very top of the highest sycar 
more and looked across country toward the Limberlost. 
Should he go there seeking a swamp mate among his 
kindred? It was not an endurable thought. To be sure^ 
matters were becoming serious. No bird beside the 
shining river had pliuned, paraded, or made more music 
than he. Was it all to be wasted? By this time he con- 
fidently had eiq)ected results. Only that morning he had 
swelled with pride as he heard Mrs. Jay tell her quarrel- 
some husband that she wished she could exchange him for 
the Cardinal. Did not the gentle dove pause by the su- 
mac, when she left brooding to take her morning dip in 
the dust, and gaze at him with imconcealed admiration? 
No doubt she devoutly wished her plain pudgy husband 
wore a scarlet coat. But it is praise from one^s own sex 
that is praise indeed, and only an hour ago the lark had 
reported that from his lookout above cloud he saw no 
other singer anywhere so splendid as the Cardinal of the 
stunac. Because of these things he held fast to his con^ 
viction that he was a prince indeed; and he decided to 
remain in his chosen location and with his physical and 
vocal attractions compel the finest little cardinal in the 
fields to seek him. 
^He planned it all very carefully: how she would hear 
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liis splendid music and come to take a peep at him; how 
she would be captivated by his size and beauty; how she 
would come timidly, but come, of coxu-se, for his approval; 
how he would condescend to accept her if she pleased him 
in all particulars; how she would be devoted to him; and 
how she would approve his choice of a home, for the siunac 
was in a lovely spot for scenery, as well as nest-building. 
For several days he had boasted, he had bantered, he had 
challenged, he had on this last day almost condescended 
to coaxing, but not one little bright-eyed cardinal female 
had come to offer herself. 

The performance of a brown thrush drove him wild with! 
envy. The thrush came gliding up the river bank, a 
rusty-coated, sneaking thing of the underbrush, and tak- 
ing possession of a thorn bush just opposite the sumaCj 
he sang for an hour in the open. There was no way to 
improve that music. It was woven fresh from the warp 
and woof of his fancy. It was a song so filled with the joy 
and gladness of spring, notes so thrilled with love's pleadJ 
ing and passion's tender pulsing pain, that at its close 
there were a half-dozen admiring thrush females gathered 
around. With care and deliberation the brown thrush 
selected the most attractive, and she followed him to the 
thicket as if charmed. 
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It was the Cardinal's dream materialized for another 
before his very eyes, and it filled him with envy. If that 
plain brown bird that slinked as if he had a theft to ac- 
count for, could, by showing himself and singing for an 
hour, win a mate, why should not he, the most gorgeous 
bird of the woods, openly flaimting his charms and dis- 
coursing his music, have at least equal success? Should 
he, the proudest, most magnificent of cardinals, be com- 
pelled to go seeking a mate like any common bird? Per- 
ish the thought! 

He went to the river to bathe. After finding a spot 
where the water flowed ciystal-clear over a bed of white 
limestone, he washed imtil he felt that he could be no 
cleaner. Then the Cardinal went to his favourite sim- 
parloiu:, and stretching on a limb, he stood his feathers 
on end, and simned, fluffed and prinked imtil he wa:s im- 
maculate. 

On the tip-tqp antler of the old stag sumac, he perched 
aad strained until his jetty whiskers appeared stubby. He 
poured out a tiunultuous cry vibrant with every passion 
raging in him. He caught up his own rolling echoes and 
changed and varied them. He improvised, and set the 
shiiuBg river ringing, "Wet year! Wet year ! " 

He whistled and whistled until all birdland and evea 
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mankind heard, for the farmer paused at his kitchen door, 
with his pails of foaming milk, and called to his wife : 

"Hear that, Maria! Jest hear it! I swanny, if that 
bird doesn't stop predictin' wet weather, I'll get so scared 
I won't durst put in my com afore June. They's some 
birds like killdeers an' bobwhites 'at can make things 
pretty plain, but I never heard a bird 'at could jest speak 
words out clear an' distinct like that fellow. Seems to 
come from the river bottom. B'lieve I'll jest step down 
that way an' see if the lower field is ready for the plow 
yet." 

"Abram Johnson," said his wife, "bein's you set up 
for an honest man, if you want to trapes through slush 
an' drizzle a half-mile to see a bird, why say so, but don't 
for land's sake lay it on to plowin' 'at you know in aJI 
conscience won't be ready for a week yet 'thout pre- 
tendin' to look." 

Abram grinned sheepishly. ''I'm willin' to call it the 
bird if you are, Maria. I've been hearin' him from the 
bam all day, an' there's somethin' kind o' human in his 
notes 'at takes me jest a little diffrunt from any other bird 
I ever noticed. I'm really ouious to set eyes on him. 
Seemed to me from his singin' out to the bam, it 'ud be 
mighty near like meetin' folks." 
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"Bosh!'' exclaimed Maria. "I don't s'pose he sings 
a mite better 'an any other bird. It's jest the old Wabadi 
roUin' up the echoes. A bird siagin' beside the river al- 
ways sounds twict as fine as one on the hills. I've 
knowed that for forty year. Chances are 'at he'll be 
gone 'fore you get there." 

As Abram opened the door, "Wet year! Wet yearl'* 
pealed the flaming prophet. 

He went out, closing the door softly, and with an utter 
disregard for the com field, made a bee line for the musi* 
dan. 

"I don't know as this is the best for twinges o' ilieu*! 
xnatiz," he muttered, as he turned up his coUar and dreWj 
his old hat lower to keep the splashing drops from his face. 
"I don't jest rightly s'pose I shoiild go; but I'm free to 
admit I'd as lief be dead as not to answer when I get a caU« 
an' the fact is, I'm called down beside the river." 

"Wet year! Wet year!" rolled the Cardinal's predic- 
tion. 

"Thanky, old fellow! Glad to hear you I Didn't jest 
need the information, but I got my bearin's rightly from 
it! I can about pick out your bush, an' it's well aloiig 
towards evenin', too, an' must be mighty near your bed* 
time. Looks as if you might be stayin' roimd these pacts! 

40 



Tni- . 
l PUfrLJr 



A6T0B. LK.NOX .,M, 



'. I 



.Clie 9on0 o( ttt CatDfnal 

I'd like it powaiul well if you'd settle right here, say 'bout 
where you are. An' where are you, anyway? " 

Abram went peering and dodging beside the fence, 
peeping into the bushes, searching for the bird. Suddenly 
there was a whir of wings and a streak of crimson. 

"Scared you into the next county, I s'pose," he mut- 
tered. 

But it came nearer being a scared man than a fright- 
ened bird, for the Cardinal flashed straight toward him 
until only a few yards away, and then, swaying on a bush, 
it chipped, cheered, peeked, whistled broken notes, and 
manifested perfect delight at the sight of the white-haired 
old man. Abram stared in astonishment. 

"Lord A'mighty!" he gasped. "Big as a blackbird, 
red as a live coal, an' a-comin' right at me. You are 
somebody's pet, that's what you are! An' no, you ain't 
either. Settin' on a sawed stick in a little wire house 
takes all the ginger out of any bird, an' their feathers are 
always mussy. Inside o' a cage never saw you, for they 
ain't a feather out o' place on you. You are finer'n a 
piece o' red satin. An' you got that way o' swingin' an' 
dandn' an' high-steppin' right out in God A'mighty's big 
woods, a teeterin' in the wind, an' a dartin' 'crost the water. 
Cage never touched you! But you are somebody's pet 
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jest the same. An' I look like the man, an' you are 
tryin' to tell me so, by guml" 

Leaning toward Abram, the Cardinal turned his head 
from side to side, and peered, "chipped,'^ and waited for 
an answering "Chip" from a little golden-haired child, 
but there was no way for the man to know that. 

"It's jest as sure as fate," he said. "You think you 
know me, an' you are tryin' to tell me somethin'. Wish 
to land I knowed what you want! Are you tryin' to tell 
me 'Howdy'? WeU, I don't 'low nobody to be politer 
^an I am, so far as I know." 

Abram lifted his old hat, and the raindrops glistened on 
his white hair. He squared his shoulders and stood very 
jerect. 

"Howdy, Mr. RedbirdI How d'ye find yerself this 
evenin'? I don't jest riccolict ever seein' you before, 
but I'll never meet you agin 'thout knowin' you. When 
d'you arrive? Come through by the special midnight 
flyer, did you? Well, you never was more welcome any 
place in yoiu: life. I'd give a right smart sum this minnit 
if you'd say you came to settle on this river bank. How 
do you like it? To my mind it's jest as near Paradise as 
youll strike oa earth. 

*' Old Wabash is a twister for curvin' and windin' rouBd^ 
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an' it's limestone bed half the way, an' the water's as ^ 
pretty an' dear as in Maria's springhonse. An' as for 
trimmin'y why say, Mr, Redbird, I'll jest leave it to you 
if she ain't all trimmed up like a woman's spring bmmit. 
Look at the grass a-creepin' right down till it's a trailin' 
in the water! Did you ever see jest quite such fine fringy 
willers? An' you wait a little, an' the flowerin' mallows 
'at grows long the shinin' old river are fine as garden 
hollyhocks. Maria says 'at they'd be piurtier 'an hers 
if they were only double; but, Lord, Mr. Redbird, they are! 
See 'em once on the bank, an' agin in the water I An' 
. back a little an' there's jest thickets of papaw, an' thorns, 
an* wild grape-vines, an' crab, an' red an' black haw, an* 
dogwood, an' sumac, an' spicebush, an' trees I Lord! 
Mr. Redbird, the sycamores, an' maples, an' tulip, an' 
ash, an' elm trees are so bustin' fine 'long the old Wabash 
they put 'em into poetry books an' sing songs about 'em. 
What do you think o' that? Jest back o' you a little 
there's a sycamore split into five trunks, any one o' them 
a famous big tree, tops up 'mong the clouds, an' roots 
diggin' imder the old river; an' over a little farther 's a 
maple 'at's eight big trees in one. Most anything you 
can name, you can find it 'long this ole Wabash, if you 
only know where to himt for it. 
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"They's mighty few white men talres the trouble to 
look, but the Indians used to know. They'd come ca- 
noein^ an* fishin' down the river an' camp imder these very 
trees, an' Ma 'ud git so mad at the old squaws. Settlers 
wasn't so thick then, an' you had to be mighty careful 
not to rile 'em, an' they'd come a-trapesin' with their wild 
berries. Woods full o' berries I Anybody could get 'em 
by the bushel for the pickin', an' we hadn't got on to 
raisin' much wheat, an' had to carry it on horses over 
into Ohio to get it milled. Took Pa five days to make the 
trip; an' then the blame old squaws 'ud come, an' Ma 'ud 
be compelled to hand over to 'em her big white loaves. 
Jest about set her plumb crazy. Used to get up in the 
night, an' fix her yeast, an' bake, an' let the oven cool, an' 
hide the bread out in the wheat bin, an' get the smell of 
it all out o' the house by good daylight, so's 'at she could 
say there wasn't a loaf in the cabin. Oh! if it's good 
pickin' you're after, they's berries for aU creation 'long 
the river yet; an' jest wait a few da)^ till old April gets 
done showerin' an' I plow this com field ! " 
• Abram set a foot on the third rail and leaned his elbows 
on the top. The Cardinal chq>ped delightedly and hopped 
and tilted closer. 

**l hadn't jest lowed all winter I'd tackle this field 
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again. Fve turned it every spring for forty year. Bought 
it when I was a young fellow, jest married to Maria. 
Shouldered a big debt on it; but I always loved these 
slopin' fields, an' my share of this old Wabash hasn't 
been for sale nor tradin' any time this past forty yeai^ 
I Ve hung on to it like grim death, for it's jest that much 
o' Paradise I'm plumb sure of. First time I plowed 
this field, Mr. Redbird, I only hit the high places. Jest 
married Maria, an' I didn't touch earth any too frequent 
all that siunmer. I've plowed it every year since, an* 
I've been lowin' all this wiater, when the rheumatiz was 
gettin' in its work, 'at I'd give it up this spring an' turn 
it to medder; but I dcm^t know. Once I got started, 
blieve I could go it all right an' not feel it so much, if 
you'd stay to cheer me up a little an' post me on the 
weather. Hate the doggondest to own I'm wcwrsted, an* 
if you say it's stay, b'lieve I'll try it. Very sight o' you 
kinder warms the cockles o' my heart all up, an' every skip 
you take sets me a-wantin' to be jumpin', too. 

**What on earth are you lookin' for? Man! I blieve 
It's grub! Somebody's been feedin' you! An' you want 
me to keep it up? Well, you struck it all right, Mr. Red* 
bird. Feed you? You bet I will! You needn't eveo 
'rastle for grubs H you don't want to. Like as not you'xe 
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fedin' hungry right now, pickin* bein' so sUm these airiy 
days. Land's sake! I hope you don't feel youVe come 
too soon. I'll fetch you everything on the place it's 
likely a redbird ever teched, airly in the momin' if youll 
say you'll stay an' wave yoiu: torch 'long my river bank 
this summer. I haven't a scrap about me now. Yes, I 
have, too! Here's a handful o' com I was takin' to the 
banty rooster; but shucks! he's fat as a young shoat now. 
Corn's a leetle big an' hard for you. Mebby I can split 
it up a mite." 

Abram took out his jack-knife, and dotting a row of 
grains along the top rail, he split and shaved them down 
as fine as possible; and as he reached one end of the 
rail, the Cardinal, with a spasmodic "Chip!" dashed 
down and snatched a particle from the other, and 
flashed back to the bush, tested, approved, and chipped 
his thanks. 

"Pshaw now!" said Abram, staring wide-eyed. 
"Doesn't that beat you? So you really are a pet? Best 
kind of a pet in the whole world, too ! Makin' everybody 
'at sees you happy, an' havin' some chance to be happy 
yourself. An' I look like your friend? Well! Weill I'm 
monstrous willin' to adopt you if you'll take me; an', 
as for f eedin', from to-morrow on Til find time to set yom? 
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little table 'long this same rail every day. I s'pose Maria 
'uU say 'at I'm gone plimib crazy; but, for that matter, if 
I ever get her down to see you jest once, the trick's done 
with her, too, for you're the prettiest thing God ever made 
in the shape of a bird, 'at I ever saw. Look at that top- 
knot a wavin' in the wind! Maybe praise to the face is 
open disgrace; but 111 take yom: share an' mine, too, an' 
tell you right here an' now 'at you're the blamedest pretti- 
est thing 'at I ever saw. 

''But Lord! You ortn't be so careless! Don't you 
know you ain't nothin' but jest a target? Why don't 
you keep out o' sight a little? You come a-shinne)dn' 
up to nine out o' ten men 'long the river like this, an' yoiu: 
purty, coaxin', palaverin' way won't save a feather on 
yoii. You'll get the little red heart shot plumb outen 
yoiu: little red body, an' that's what you'll get. It's a 
dratted shame! An' there's law to protect you, too. 
Thejr's a good big fine for killin' such as you, but nobody 
seems to push it. Every fool wants to test his aim, 
an' you're the brightest thing on the river bank for a 
mark. 

*'WeIl, if youll stay right where you are, it 'ull be a 
sorry day for any cuss 'at teches you; 'at I'll promise you, 
Mr. Redbird. This land's mine, an' if you locate on it, 
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you're mine till time to go back to that other old fellow 'at 
looks like me. Wonder if he's any willinger to feed yott 
an* stand up for you 'an I am? " 
**HereI Here! Here!" whistled the Cardinal 
"Well, I'm mighty glad if you're sayin' you'll stayl 
Guess it will be all right if you don't meet some o' them 
Limberlost hens an' tole off to the swamp. Lord! the 
Limberlost ain't to be compared with the river, Mr. Red- 
bird. You're foolish if you go! Talkin' 'bout goin', I 
must be goin' myself, or Maria will be comin' down the 
line fence with the lantern; an', come to think of it, I'm 
a little moist, not to say downright damp. But then you 
warned me, didn't you, old fellow? Well, I told Maria 
seein' you 'ud be like meetin' folks, an' it has beeiv 
Good deal more'n I coxmted on, an' I've talked more'n 
I have in a whole year. Hardly think now 'at I've 
the reputation o' being a mighty quiet fellow, would 
you? " 

Abram straightened and touched his hat brim in a 
trim haM military salute. " Well, good-bye, Mr. RedbinL 
Never had more pleasure meetin' anybody in my life 
'cept first time I met Maria. You think about the 
plowin', an', if you say 'stay', it's a go! Good-bye; an' 
do be a little more careful o' yourself. See you in the 
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monim^ night after breakfast, no count taken o' tbe 
weather." 

"Wetyearl Wet year!" called the Cardinal after his 
retreating figure. 

Abram turned and gravely saluted the second time. 
The Cardinal went to the top rail and feasted on the sweet 
grains of com until his craw was full, and then nestled in 
the sumac and went to sleq>. Early next morning he 
was abroad and in fine toilet, and with a full voice from 
the top of the sumac greeted the day — ^'^ Wet year! Wet 
year!" 

Far down the river echoed his voice until it so closely 
resembled some member of his family replying that he 
followed, searching the banks mile after mile on either 
side, imtil finally he heard voices of his kind. He located 
them, but it was only several staid old couples, a long 
time mated, and busy with their nest-building. The Car- 
dinal returned to the sumac, feeling a degree lonelier than 
ever. 

He decided to prospect in the opposite direction, and 
taking wing, he started up the river. Following the 
channel, he winged his flight for miles over the cool spark- 
ling water, between the tangle of foliage bordering the 
.banks. When he came to the long cumbrous structures 
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of wood with which men had bridged the river, where the 
shuffling feet of tired farm horses raised clouds of dust 
and set the echoes rolling with their thunderous hoof 
beats, he was afraid; and rising high, he sailed over them 
in short broken curves of flight. But where giant maple 
and ash, leaning, locked branches across the channel in 
one of old Mother Natiure's bridges for the squirrels, he 
knew no fear, and dipped so low beneath them that his 
image trailed a wavering shadow on the silver path he 
followed. 

He roimded curve after curve, and frequently stopping 
on a conspicuous perch, flung a ringing challenge in the 
face of the morning. With every mile the way he fol- 
lowed grew more beautiful. The river bed was limestone, 
and the swiftly flowing water, dear and limpid. The 
banks were precipitate in some places, gently sloping in 
others, and always crowded with a tangle of foliage. 

At an abrupt curve in the river he mounted to the sum- 
mit of a big ash and made boastful prophecy, "Wet year! 
Wet year!" and on all sides there sprang up the voices of 
his kind. Startled, the Cardinal took wing. He followed 
the river in a circling flight imtil he remembered that here 
might be the opportunity to win the coveted river mate,' 
and going slower to select the highest branch on which to 
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di^Iay his charms, he discovered that he was only a few 
yards from the ash from which he had made his prediction. 
The Cardinal flew over the narrow neck and sent another 
call, then without awaiting a reply, again he flashed up the 
river and drded Horseshoe Bend. When he came to the 
same ash for the third time, he imderstood. 

The river circled in one great curve. The Cardinal 
mounted to the tip-top limb of the ash and looked around 
him. There was never a fairer sight for the eye of man or 
bird. The mist and shimmer of early spring were in the 
air. The Wabash rounded Horseshoe Bend in a silver 
circle, rimmed by a tangle of foliage bordering both its 
banks; and inside lay a low open space covered with wav- 
ing marsh grass and the blue bloom of sweet calamus. 
Scattered around were mighty trees, but conspicuous 
above any, in the very center, was a giant sycamore, split 
at its base into three large trees, whose waving branches 
seemed to sweep the face of heaven, and whose roots, like 
miserly fingers, clutched deep into the black muck of 
Rainbow Bottom. 

It was in this lovely spot that the rainbow at last materi- 
alized, and at its base, free to all hiunanity who cared td 
seek, the Great Alchemist had left His rarest treasures — 
the gold of sunshine, diamond water-drops, emerald folir 
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age, and sappliire sky. For good measure, there mn 
added seeds, berries, and insects for the birds; and wild 
flowers, fruit, and nuts for the children. Above all, the 
sycamore waved its majestic head. 

It made a throne that seemed suitable for the son of the 
king; and moimting to its topmost branch, for miles the 
river carried his challenge: ^'Ho, cardinals! Look this 
way! Behold me! Have you seen any other of so great 
size? Have you any to equal my grace? Who can whistle 
so loud, so dear, so compelling a note? Who will 
fly to me for protection? Who will come and be my 
mate?" 

He flared his crest high, swelled his throat with rolling 
notes, and appeared so big and brilliant that among the 
many cardinals that had gathered to hear, there was not 
one to compare with him. 

Black envy filled their hearts. Who was this flaming 
dashing stranger, flaimting himself in the faces of their 
females? There were many immated cardinals in Rain^ 
boW Bottom, and many jealous males. A second tifise 
the Cardinal, rocking and flashing, proclaimed himself ; 
and there was a note of feminine approval so strong that 
he caught it. Tilting on a twig, his crest flared to full 
height, his throat swelled to biursting, his heart too b% 
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far his body, the Cardinal shouted his challenge for the 
third time; when dear and sharp arose a cry in answer, 
''Here! Here! Here!'' It came from a female that tiad 
accepted the caresses of the brightest cardinal in Rainbow 
Bottom only the day before, and had spent the morning 
carrying twigs to a thicket of red haws. 

The Cardinal, with a royal jflourish, sprang in air to 
seek her; but her outraged mate was ahead of him, and 
with a scream she fled, leaving a tuft of feathers in her 
mate's beak. In turn the Cardinal struck him like a 
flashing rocket, and then red war waged in Rainbow Bot- 
tom. The females scattered for cover with all their 
might. The Cardinal worked in a kiss on one poor little 
bird, too frightened to escape him; then the males closed 
in, and serious business began. The Cardinal would have 
enjoyed a fight vastly with two or three opponents; but 
a half-dozen made discretion better than valour. He 
darted among them, scattering them right and left, and 
made for the sycamore. With all his remaining breath, 
he insolently repeated his challenge; and then headed 
down stream for the sumac with what grace he could 
command* 

There was an hour of angry recrimination before sweet 
peace brooded again in Rainbow Bottom. The newly 
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mated pair finally made up; the females speedily resumed 
their coquetting, and forgot the captivating stranger — ^all 
save the poor little one that had been kissed by accident. 
She never had been kissed bef ore, and never had expected 
that she would be, for she was a creature of many misfor- 
times of every nature. 

She had been hatched from a fifth egg to begin with; 
and every one knows the disadvantage of beginning life 
with four sturdy older birds on top of one. It was a 
meager egg, and a feeble baby that pipped its shell. The 
remainder of the family stood and took nearly all the food 
so that she almost starved in the nest, and she never really 
knew the luxury of a hearty meal until her elders had 
flown. That lasted only a few days; for the others 
went then, and their parents followed them so far afield 
that the poor little soul, clamouring alone in the nest, 
almost perished. Himger-driven, she climbed to the 
edge and exercised her wings imtil she managed some 
sort of flight to a neighbouring bush. She missed the 
twig and fell to the ground, where she lay cold and 
shivering. 

She cried pitifully, and was almost dead when a brown- 
faced, barefoot boy, with a fi3hiDg-pole on his shoiddery 
passed and heard her. 
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"Poor little thing, you are almost dead," he said. "I 
know what I'll do with you. I'll take you over and set 
you in the bushes where I heard those other redbirds, and 
then your mammy will feed you." 

The boy turned back and carefully set her on a limb 
dose to one of her brothers, and there she got just enough 
food to keep her alive. 

So her troubles continued. Once a squirrel chased her, 
and she saved herself by crowding into a hole so small her 
pursuer could not follow. The only reason she escaped a 
big blue racer when she went to take her first bath, was 
that a hawk had his eye on the snake and snapped it up 
at just the propter moment to save the poor, quivering 
little bird. She was left so badly frightened that she 
could not move for a long time. 

All the tribulations of birdland fell to her lot. She was 
so fraH and weak she lost her family in migration, and 
followed with some strangers that were none too kind. 
Life in the South had been full of trouble. Once a bullet 
grazed her so closely she lost two of her wing quills, and 
that made her more timid than ever. Coming North, she 
had given out again and finally had wandered into Rain- 
bow Bottom, lost and alone. 

She was such a shy, fearsome little body, the females 
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all flouted her; and the males never seemed to notice that 
there was material in her for a very fine mate. Every 
other female cardinal in Rainbow Bottom had several 
males coiirting her, but this poor, frightened, lonely one 
had never a suitor ; and she needed love so badly ! No one 
ever before had sought her; now she had been kissed by 
this magnificent stranger I 

Of course, she knew it really was not her kiss. He had 
intended it for the bold creature that had answered his 
challenge, but since it came to her, it was hers, in a way, 
after alL She hid in the imderbrush for the remainder of 
the day, and was never so frightened in all her life. She 
brooded over it constantly, and morning f oimd her at the 
down curve of the horseshoe, straining her ears for the 
rarest note she ever had heard. All day she hid and 
waited, and the following days were filled with longing, 
but he never came again. 

So one morning, possessed with courage she did not 
understand, and filled with longing that drove her against 
her will, she started down the river. For miles she sneaked 
through the underbrush, and watched and listened; imtil 
at last night came, and she retiuned to Rainbow Bottom. 
The next morning she set out early and flew to the spot 
ftam which she had turned back the night before. From 
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there she glided through the bushes and xmderbrush« 
trembling and quaking, yet piishing stoutly onward, strain-* 
ing her ears for some note of the brilliant stranger's. 

It was mid-forenoon when she reached the region of the 
sumac, and as she hopped warily along, only a short dis* 
tance from her, full and splendid, there burst the voice of 
the singer for whom she was searching. She sprang into 
air, and fled a mile before she realized that she was flyingt 
Then she stopped and listened, and rolling with the river, 
she heard those bold true tones. Close to earth, she went 
back again, to see if, unobserved, she could find a spot 
where she might watch the stranger that had kissed her. 
When at last she reached a place where she could see him 
plainly, his beauty was so bewildering, and his song so 
enticing that she gradually hopped closer and closer with* 
out knowing she was moving. 

High in the sumac the Cardinal had simg until his 
thrpat was parched, and the f oimtain of hope was ahhost 
dry. There was nothing save defeat from overwhelming 
niunbers in Rainbow Bottom. He had paraded, and made 
all the music he ever had been tau^t, and improvised 
much more. Yet no one had come to seek him. Was it 
of necessity to be the Limberlost then? This one day 
more he would retain his dignity and his location. He 
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tipped, tilted, and flirted. He whistled, and sang, and 
trilled. Over the lowland and up and down the shining 
river, ringing in every change he could invent, he sent for 
the last time his prophetic message, "Wet year I Wet 
yeaxF' 



''Come here! Come heret" entreated ike Cardinal 



He felt that his mu^c was 
not reaching his standard as 
he burst into this new song. 
He was almost discouraged. 
No way seemed open to hnn 
but flight to the Limberlost, 
andhe so disdained the swan^ 
that love-making would lose 
something of its greatest 
charm if he were driven there 
fwamate. The time seemed 
npe foi stringent measuies, 
and the Cardinal was ready to take them; out how could 
he stringently urge a little mate that would not come on 
his imploring invitations? He listlessly pecked at the 
berries and fltmg abroad an inquiring "Chip I" VUlh 
just an atom of h(^, he frequently mounted to his choir- 
loft and issued an order that savoured far more of a plea, 
"Come herel Ccnue herel" and then, leaning, he listened 
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fbtently to the voice of the river, lest he fail to catch the 
faintest responsive "Chook!" it might bear. 

He could hear the sniffling of carp wallowing beside 
the bank. A big pickerel slashed aroiuid, breakfasting on 
minnows. Opposite the simiac, the black basS, with 
gamy spring, snapped up, before it struck the water, evciy 
luckless, honey-laden insect that fell from the feast of 
sweets in a blossom-whitened wild crab. The sharp 
bark of the red squirrel and the low of cattle, lazily cheW'% 
ing their cuds among the willows, came to him. The 
hammering of a woodpecker on a dead sycamore, a little 
above him, rolled to his straining ears like a drum beat. 

The Cardinal hated the woodpecker more than he diS" 
liked the dove. It was only foolishly effusive, but the 
woodpecker was a veritable Bluebeard. The Cardinal 
longed to pull the feathers from his back until it was aa 
red as his head, for the woodpecker had dressed his suit 
in finest style, and with dulcet tones and melting tender- 
ness had gone a-comrting. Sweet as the dove's had been 
his wooing, and one more pang the lonely Cardinal had 
suffered at being forced to witness his felicity; yet scarcdy 
had his pliunp, amiable little mate consented to hn 
caresses and approved the sycamore, before he tujned on 
her, pecked her severely, and pulled a tuft of plumage 

64 



■ I 



■■■ * 



TBK XKW YURI 

PUftLJC LIBRARY 



AKTOR. l^NOX AND 

TILUCN FOUNDATIUNB 

ft L 



Clie 90110 o( ttie CatDinnl 

from her breast. There was not the least excuse for this 
tyrannical action; and the sight filled the Cardinal with 
rage. He fully expected to see Madam Woodpecker 
divorce herself and flee her new home, and he most ear- 
nestly hoped that she would; but she did no such thing. 
She meekly flattened her feathers, hurried work in a 
lively manner, and tried in every way to anticipate and 
avert her mate's displeasure. Under this treatment he 
grew more abusive, and now Madam Woodpecker dodged 
every time she came within his reach. It made the Car- 
dinal feel so vengeful that he longed to go up and drum 
the sycamore with the woodpecker's head imtil he taught 
him how to treat his mate properly. 

There was plenty of lark music rolling with the river, 
and that morning brought the first Uquid golden notes of 
the orioles. They had arrived at dawn, and were over- 
joyed with their home-coming, for they were darting from 
bank to bank singing exquisitely on wing. There seemed 
no end to the bird voices that floated with the river, and 
yet there was no beginning to the one voice for which the 
Cardinal waited with passionate longing. 

The oriole's singing was so inspiring that it tempted the 
Cardinal to another effort, and perching where he gleamed 
crimson and black against the April sky, he tested his 
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voice, and when sure of his tones, he entreatingly called: 
" Come here 1 Come here 1 " 

Just then he saw herl She came daintily over the earth, 
soft as down before the wind, a rosy flush suffusing her 
plumage, a coral beak, her very feet pink — ^the shyest, 
most timid little thing alive. Her bright eyes were 
popping with fear, and down there among the ferns, 
anemones and last year's dried leaves, she tilted her 
sleek crested head and peered at him with frightened 
wonder. 

f It was for this the Cardinal had waited, hoped, and 
planned for many days. He had rehearsed what he con- 
ceived to be every point of the situation, and yet he was 
not prepared for the thing that suddenly happened to him. 
He had expected to reject many applicants before he 
selected one to match his charms; but instantly this shy 
Httle creature, slipping along near earth, taking a sur- 
reptitious peep at him, made him feel a very small bird, 
and he certainly never before had felt small. The crush- 
ing possibility that somewhere there might be a cardinal 
that was larger, brighter, and a finer musician than he, 
staggered him; and worst of all, his voice broke suddenly. 

Half screened by the flowers, she seemed so little, so 

shy, so delightfully sweet. He '^ chipped" carefully once 
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or twice to steady himself and clear his throat, for un« 

accountably it had grown dry and husky; and then he 

tenderly tried again. " Come here ! Come here 1 " implored 

the Cardinal. He forgot all about his dignity. He knew 

that his voice was trembling with eagerness and hoarse 

with fear. He was afraid to attempt approaching her, 

but he leaned toward her, begging and pleading. He 

teased and insisted, and he did not care a particle if he 

did. It suddenly seemed an honour to coax her. He 

rocked on the limb. He side-stepped and hopped and 

g3n:ated gracefully. He fluffed and flirted and showed 

himself to every advantage. It never occiured to him 

that the dove and the woodpecker might be watching, 

though he would not have cared in the least ii they had 

been; and as for any other cardinal, he would have at* 

tacked the combined forces of the Limberlost and Rain^ 

bow Bottom. 

He sang and sang. Every impulse of passion in his 

big, crimson, palpitating body was thrown into those notes; 

but she only turned her head from side to side, peering 

at him, seeming sufficiently frightened to flee at a breath, 

and answered not even the faintest little ^^Ch9okr' of 

encouragement. 

The Cardinal rested a second before he tried againu 
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That steadied him and gave him^better command of 
himself. He could teU that his notes were clearing and 
growing sweeter. He was improving. Perhaps she was 
interested. There was some encouragement in the fact 
that she was still there. The Cardinal felt that his time 
had come. 

" Come here ! Come here I " He was on his mettle now. 
Surely no cardinal could sing fuller , clearer, sweeter notes 1 
He b^gan at the very first, and rollicked through a story 
of adventure, colouring it with every wild, dashing, 
catchy note he could improvise. He followed that with a 
ni^ling song of the joy and fulness of spring, in notes as 
Ijghtand airy as the wind-blown soul of melody,aiid with 
swaying body kept titne to his rh3rthmic measures. Then 
he glided into a song of love, and tenderly, pleadingly, 
passionately, told the story as only a courting bird can 
teU it. Then he sang a song of ravishnlent ; a song quaver* 
ing with fear and the pain tugging at his heart. He al- 
most had run the gamut, and she really appeared far 
more as if she intended to flee than to come to him. 
He was afraid to take even one timid little hop toward 
her. 

In a^t of desperation the Cardinal burst into the passion 

9ang. He arose to his fuU hei^t, leaned toward her with 
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outspread quivering wings, and crest flared to the utmostt 
and rocking from side to side in the intensity of his fer- 
vour, he poxu:ed out a perfect torrent of palpitant song. 
His cardinal body swayed to the rolling flood of his ecstatic 
tones, untfl he appeared like a flaming pulsing note of 
materialized music, as he entreated, coaxed, commanded, 
and plead. From sheer exhaustion, he threw up his 
head to roxmd off the last note he could utter, and breath* 
lesdy glancmg down to see if she were coming, caught 
si^ of a faint streak of gray in the distance. He had 
planned so to subdue the little female he courted that she 
would come to him; he was in hot pursuit a half day's 
journey away before he remembered it. 

No other cardinal ever endured such a chase as she led 
him in the following days. Through fear and timidity 
she had kq)t most of her life in the imderbrush. The 
Cardinal was a bird of the open fields and tree-tops. He 
loved to rock with the wind, and speed arrow-like in great 
plunges of flight. This darting and twisting over logs, 
among leaves, and through tangled thickets, tired, tried, 
and exasperated him more than hundreds of miles of open 
flight. Sometimes he drove her from cover, and then she 
wildly dashed up-hill and down-dale, seeking another 
;; but wherever she went, the Cardinal was onfya 
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breath behind her, and with every passmg mile his passion 

for her grew. 
( There was no time to eat, bathe, or sing; only mile after 

mile of miceasing pursuit. It seemed that the little creat- 
ure coidd not stop if she would, and as for the Cardinal, 
he was in that chase to remain imtil his last heaxt-beat. 
It was a question how the frightened bird kept in advance. 
She was visibly the worse for this ardent courtship. Two 
tail feathers were gone, and there was a broken one beating 
from her wing. Once she had flown too low, striking her 
head against a rail imtil a drop of blood came, and she 
cried pitifully. Several times the Cardinal had cornered 
her, and tried to hold her by a bimch of feathers, and 
compel her by force to listen to reason; but she only broke 
trom his hold and dashed away a stricken thing, leaving 
him half dead with longing and remorse. 

But no matter how baffled she grew, or where she fled 
in her headlong flight, the one thing she always remem- 
bered, was not to lead the Cardinal into the punishment 
that awaited him in Rainbow Bottom. Panting for 
breath, quivering with fear, longing for well-concealed 
retreats, wom and half blinded by the disasters of flight 
thiouc^ strange coimtry, the tired bird beat her aimless 
way; but she would have been torn to pieces before sbft 
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would have led her magDificent pursuer into the wrai 
of his enemies. 

Poor little feathered creatiurel She had been fleeing 
some kind of danger all her life. She could not realize 
that love and protection had come in this splendid guise^ 
and she fled on and on. 

Once the Cardinal, aching with passion and love, fell 
behind that she might rest, and before he realized that 
another bird was close, an impudent big relative of his, 
straying from the Limberlost, entered the race and pur- 
sued her so hotly that with a note of utter panic she 
wheeled and darted back to the Cardinal for protection. 
When to the rush of rage that possessed him at the sight 
of a rival was added the knowledge that she was seeking 
him in her extremity, such a mighty wave of anger swept 
the Cardinal that he appeared twice his real size. Like a 
flaming brand of vengeance he struck that Limberlost 
upstart, and sent him rolling to earth, a mass of battered 
feathers. With beak and claw he made his attack, and 
when he so utterly demolished his rival that he hopped 
away trembling, with dishevelled pliunage stained with his 
own blood, the Cardinal remembered his little love and 
hastened back, confidently hoping for his reward. 

She was so seciurely hiddeui that although he went 
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tsearcfaing, calling, pleading, he found no trace of her the 
remainder of that day. The Cardinal almost went dis- 
tracted; and his tender imploring cries would have moved 
any except a panic-stricken bird He did not even know 
in what direction to piursue her. Night closed down, and 
found him in a fever of love-sick fear, but it brought rest 
and wisdom. She could not have gone very far. She 
was too worn. He would not proclaim his presence. 
Soon she would suffer past enduring for food and water. , 

He hid in the willows dose where he had lost her, and 
waited with what patience he could; and it was a wise plan. 
Shortly after dawn, moving stilly as the break of day, 
trembling with fear, she came slipping to the river for a 
drink. It was almost brutal cruelty, but her fear must 
be overcome someway; and with a cry of triumph the 
Cardinal, in a plunge of flight, was beside her. She gave 
him one stricken look, and dashed away. The chase 
began once more and continued imtil she was visibly 
breaking. 

There was no room for a rival that morning. The 
Cardinal flew abreast of her and gave her a caress or at« 
tempted a kiss whenever he found the slightest chance. 
She was almost worn out, her flights were wavering and 
growing shorter. The Cardinal did his utmost. If she 
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paused to rest, he crept dose as he dared, and piteously 
begged: "Come here I Come here!" 

Whto she took wing, he so dexterously intercepted her 
course that several times she found refuge in his simiac 
without realizing where she was. When she did that, he 
perched just as closely as he dared; and while they both 
rested, he sang to her a soft little whispered love song, 
deep in his throat; and with every note he gently edged 
nearer. She turned her head from him, and although 
she was panting for breath and palpitant with fear, the 
Cardinal knew that he dared not go closer, or she would 
dash away like the wild thing she was. The next time 
she took wing, she found him so persistently in her course 
that she turned sharply and fled panting to the simiac» 
When this had happened so often that she seemed to 
recognize the simiac as a place of refuge, the Cardinal 
slipped aside and spent all his remaining breath in an ex« 
ultant whistle Of triumph, for now he was beginning to see 
his way. He dashed into mid-air, and with a gyration 
that would have done credit to a flycatcher, he snapped up 
a gadfly. 

With a tender "Chip!" from branch to branch, slowly,' 
cautiously, he came with it. Because he was half starved 
himselfi he knew that she must be almost famished^ 
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Holding it where she could see, he hopped toward heri 
eagerly, carefully, the gadfly in his beak, his heart in bis 
mouth. He stretched his neck and legs to the limit as he 
reached the fly toward her. What matter that she Yook it 
with a snap, and plunged a quarter of a mile before eadng 
it? She had taken food from him! That was the be- 
ginning. Cautiously he impelled her toward the sumac, 
and with untiring patience kept her there the remainder 
of the day. He carried her every choice morsel he could 
find in the immediate vicinity of the sumac, and occar 
sionally she took a bit from his beak, though of tenest he 
was compelled to lay it on a limb beside her. At dusk she 
repeatedly dashed toward the underbrush; but the Cardi- 
nal, with endless patience and tenderness, maneuvered 
her to the sumac, imtil she gave up, and beneath the 
shelter of a neighbouring grape-vine, perched on a limb 
that was the Cardinal's own chosen resting-place, tudced 
her tired head beneath her wing, and went to rest. When 
she was soundly sleeping, the Cardinal crept as dosej^ 
as he dared, and with one eye on his little gray love, and 
the other roving for any possible danger, he spent a niglht 
of watching. 

He was almost worn out; but this was infinitely better 
than the previous night, at any rate^ for now he not <ai]y 
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knew where she was, but she was fast asleep in his own 
favourite place. Huddled on the limb, the Cardinal 
gloated over her. He found her beauty perfect. To be 
sure, she was dishevelled; but she could make her toilet. 
There were a few feathers gone ; but they woxild grow speed- 
ily. She made a heart-satisfying picture, on which the 
Cardinal feasted his love-sick soxil, by the light of every 
straying moonbeam that slid aroimd the edges of the 
grape leaves. I 

Wave after wave of tender passion shook him. In his 
throat half the night he kept softly calling to her: '^ Come 
here ! Come here ! " 

Next morning, when the robins annoimced day beside 
the shining river, she awoke with a start; but before she 
could decide in which direction to fly, she discovered a 
nice fresh grub laid on the limb dose to her, and very 
sensibly remained for breakfast. Then the Cardinal 
went to the river and bathed. He made such delightful 
play of it, and the splash of the water soimded so refresh- 
ing to the tired draggled bird, that she could not resist 
venturing for a few dips. When she was wet she could 
not fly well, and he improved the opportxmity to pull her 
broken quills, help her dress herself, and bestow a few 
extra caresses. He guided her to his favourite plaoe f OBJ 
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a sun bath; and followed the farmer's plow in the corn 
field until he found a big sweet beetle. He snapped ofiF 
its head, peeled the stiff wing shields, and daintily offered 
it to her. He was so delighted when she took it from his 
beak, and remained in the sumac to eat it, that he estab- 
lished himself on an adjoining thorn-bush, where the 
snowy blossoms of a wild morning-glory made a fine back- 
groimd for his scarlet coat. He sang the old pleading 
song as he never had simg it before, for now there was a 
tinge of hope battling with the fear in his heart. 

Over and over he sang, roimding, fulling, swelling 
every note, leaning toward her in coaxing tenderness, 
flashing his brilliant beauty as he swayed and rocked, for 
her approval; and all that he had suffered and all that he 
hoped for was in his song. Just when his heart was grow- 
ing sick within him, his straining ear caught the faintest, 
most timid call a lover ever answered. Only one implor* 
ing, gentle "Chook!" from the smnac! His song broke 
in a suffocating biurst of exultation. Cautiously he hopped 
from twig to twig toward her. With tender throaty miu:- 
murings he slowly edged nearer, and wonder of wonders! 
with tired eyes and quivering wings, she reached him her 
beak for a kiss. 

At dinner that day, the farmer said to his wife: 
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'^ Maria, if you want to hear the prettiest singin', an' 
see the cutest sight you ever saw, jest come down along 
the line fence an' watch the antics o' that redbird we been. 
hearin\" 

*'I don't know as redbirds are so scarce 'at I've any call 
to wade through slush a half-mile to see one/' answered 

" Footin's pretty good along the line fence," said Abram^i 
"an' you never saw a redbird like this fellow. He's aa 
big as any two conmion ones. He's so red every bush he 
lights on looks like it was afire. It's past all question, 
he's been somebody's pet, an' he's taken me for the man« 
I can get in six feet of him easy. He's the finest bird I 
ever set eyes on; an' as for singin', he's dropped the 
weather, an' he's askin' folks to his housewarmin' to-day. 
He's be€n there alone for a week, an' his singin's been 
first-class; but to-day he's picked up a mate, an' he's as 
tickled as ever I was. I am really consamed for fear he'U 
burst himself." 

Maria sniffed. 

"Course, don't come if you're tired, honey," said the 
farmer. "I thought maybe you'd enjoy it. He'sa-doin' 
me a power o' good. My joints are limbered up till I 
xatch myself pretty near runnin', on the up furrow, aa!! 
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then, down towards the fence, I go slow so's to stay netfi 
him as long as I can.'' 

Maria stared. ^' Abram Johnson, have you gone dalt?^ 
she demanded. '■ V 

Abram chuckled. "Not a mite dafter'n you'll h^ 
honey, once you set eyes on the fellow. Better ccnnei i 
you can. You're invited. He's askin' the whole enduzm' 
coimtry to come." 

Maria said nothing more; but she mentally decided she 
had no time to fool with a bird, when there were house- 
keeping and spring sewing to do. As she recalled Abram's 
enthusiastic praise of the singer, and had a whiff of the 
odour-laden air as she passed from kitchen to spring* 
house, she was compelled to admit that it was a tempta* 
tion to go; but she finished her noon work and resolutely 
sat down with her needle. She stitched industriously, her 
thread straightening with a quick nervous sweep, learned 
through years of experience; and if her eyes wandered 
riverward, and if she paused frequently with arrested 
hand and listened intently, she did not realize it. By two 
o'clock, a ^irit of unrest that demanded recognition had 
taken possession of her. Setting her lips firmly, a scowl 
clouding her brow, she stitched on. By half past tiiro her 
bands dropped in her lap, Abram's new hickory shirt slid' 
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to the floor, and she hesitatingly arose and crossed the 
room to the closet, from which she toc^ her overshoes, and 
set them by the kitchen fire, to have them ready in case 
she wanted them. 

''Pshaw! " she muttered, ''I got this shirt to finish this 
afternoon. There's butter an' bakin' in the momin'^ 
an' Maiy Jane Simms is comin' for a visit in the after- 
noon." 

She returned to the window and took up the shirt, sew* 
ing with unusual swiftness for the next half-hour; but 
by three she dropped it, and opening the kitchen door, 
gazed toward the river. 

Every intoxicating delight of early ^ring was in the air. 
The breeze that fanned her cheek was laden with subtle 
perfume of pollen and the crisp fresh odour of imf olding 
leaves. Curling skyward, like a beckoning finger, went 
a spiral of violet and gray smoke from the log heap Abram 
was bmning; and scattered over spaces of a mile were half a 
dozen others, telling a story of the activity of his neigh- 
bours. Like the low murmur of distant music came the 
beating wings of himdreds of her bees, rimming the 
water trough, insane with thirst. On the wood-pile the 
guinea coc^ clattered incessantly: '^Phut rack I Phut 
xackl" Across the dooryard came the old turkey<*gobbler 
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die help of a stick she pried it out, and balancing on the 
other foot, replaced it. 

i^ Joke on me if Td a-tumbled over in this mud," she 
muttered. 

She entered the bam, and came out a minute later, 
carefully closing and buttoning the door, and recrossing 
the lane, started down the line fence toward the river. 

Half-way across the field Abram saw her coming. No 
need to recount how often he had looked in that direction 
during the afternoon. He slapped the lines on the old 
gray's back and came tearing down the slope, his eyes 
flashing, his cheeks red, his hands firmly gripping the 
plow that rolled up a line of black mould as he passed. 

Maria, staring at his flushed face and shining eyes, 
lecognized that his whole being proclaimed an inward 
exultation. 

"Abram John-on," she solemnly demanded, "have you 
got the power? " 

"Yes,'' cried Abram, pxillmg off his old felt hat, and 
garing into the crown as if for inspiration. " YouVe said 
it, honey! I got the power! Got it of a little red bird! 
JSomr o' q)ring! Power o' song! Power o' love! If 
poor little red target for some omery cuss's bullet 
aU he's getting out o' life to-day, there's no cause 
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why a reasonin' thinkin' man shouldn't realize some o^ 
his blessings. You hit it, Maria; I got the power. It's 
the power o' God, but I leamed how to lay hold of it from 
that little red bird. Come here, Maria!" 

Abram wrapped the lines around the plow handle, and 
cautiously led his wife to the fence. He found a piece of 
thick bark for her to stand on, and placed her where she 
would be screened by a big oak. Then he stood behind 
her and pointed out the sumac and the female bird. 

"Jest you keep still a minute, an' you'll feel paid for 
comin' all right, honey," he whispered. 

" I don't know as I ever saw a worse-lookin' specimen 
'an she is," answered Maria. 

"She looks first-dass to him. There's no kick comin' 
on his part, I can tell you," rq>lied Abram. 

The bride hopped shyly through the sumac. She 
pecked at the dried berries, and frequently tried to improve 
her plumage, which certainly had been badly draggled; 
and there was a drop of blood dried at the base of her 
beak. She plainly showed the effects of her rough experi- 
ence, and yet she was a most attractive bird; for the dim« 
pies in her plump body showed through the feathers, and 
instead of the usual wickedly black eyes of the cardinal 
familyi hers were a soft tender brown touched by a love^ 
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light there was no mistaking. She was a beautiful bird, 
and she was doing all in her poiYer to make herself dainty 
agaiiL Her movements clearly indicated how timid she 
was, and yet she remained in the sumac as if she feared to 
leave it; and frequently peered e]q)ectantly among the 
tree-tops. 

There was a burst of exultation down the river. The 
little bird gave her plumage a fluff , and watched anxiously. 
On came the Cardinal like a flaming rocket, calling to her 
on wing. He alighted beside her, dropped into her beak 
a morsel of food, gave her a kiss to aid digestion, caress- 
ingly ran his beak the length of her wing quills, and flew 
to the dogwood. Mrs. Cardinal enjoyed the meal. It 
struck her palate exactly right. She liked the kiss and 
caress, cared, in fact, for aU that he did for her, and with 
the appreciation of his tenderness came repentance for 
the dreadful chase she had led him in her foolish f right, 
and an impulse to repay. She took a dainty hop toward 
the dogwood, and the invitation she sent him was ex« 
quisite. With a shrill whistle of exultant trimnph the 
Cardinal answered at a headlong rush. 

The farmer's grip tightened on his wife's shoulder, but 
Maria turned toward him with blazing, tear-filled eyes. 
"An' you call yourself a decent man, Abram Johnson ? '* "" 
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^Decent?'' quavered the astonished Abiam. '^De- 
]tent ? I believe I am." 

**I believe you ain't," hotly retorted his wife. **You 
don't know what decency is, if you go peekin' at them. 
They ain't birds! They're more'n birds I They're folksl 
Jest common human folksl" 

"Maria," plead Abram, "Maria, honey." 
^ "I am plumb ashamed of you," broke in Maria. "How 
d'you s'pose she'd feel if she knew there was a man here 
'peekin' at her? Ain't she got a right to be lovin' and 
tender? Ain't she got a right to pay him best she knows? 
The3r're jest common human bein's, an' I don't know 
where you got privilege to spy on a female when she's 
doin' the best she knows." 

Maria broke from his grasp and started down the line 

fence. 

« 

In a few strides Abram had her in his arms, his withered 
dieek with its springtime bloom pressed against her 
equally withered, tear-stained one. 

"Maria," he whispered, waveringly, "Maria, honey, 
1 wasn't meanin' any disrespect to the sex." 

Maria wiped her eyes on the comer of her shawl. **I 
'don't s'pose you was, Abram," she admitted; " but you're 
jest like all the rest o' the men. You never thinkl, 
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Now you go on with your plowin' an' let that little 
female alone/' 

She unclasped his arms and turned homeward. 

"Honey," called Abram softly, "since you brought 'em 
that pocketful o' wheat, you might as well let me have it" 

^'Landy!" exclaimed Maria, blushing; "I plumb forgot 
my wheat! I thought maybe, bein' so early, pickin' was 
scarce, an' if you'd put out a little wheat an' a few crumbs, 
they'd stay an' nest in the sumac, as you're so fond o' 
them." 

"Jest what I'm fairly prayin' they'll do, an' I been 
canyin' stuflf an' pettin' him up best I knowed for a week," 
said Abram, as he knelt, and cupped his shrunken hands, 
1^ while Maria guided the wheat from her apron into them. 
** 111 scatter it along the top rail, an' they'll be after it in 
fifteen minutes. Thank you, Maria. 'Twas good o' 
you to think of it." 

Maria watched him steadily. How dear he was I How 
dear he always had been! How happy they were to- 
gether! "Abram," she questioned, hesitatingly, "is 
there anything else I could do for — ^f or your birds ? " 

They were creatures of habitual rq>ression, and the 
inner glimpses they had taken of each other that day were 
suiprises they scarcely knew how to meet. Abram said 
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notlimg, because he could not; He slowly shook his headr 
and turned to the plow, his eyes misty. Maria started 
toward the line fence, but she paused repeatedly to listen; 
and it was no wonder, for all the redbirds from miles down 
the river had gathered around the sumac to see if there 
were a battle in birdland; but it was only the Cardinal, 
turning somersaults in the air, and screaming with burst? 
ing exuberance: " Come herel Come here!" 
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"So deart So deart" crooned the Cardinal 



She had taken possession of 
the sumac. The location was 
her selection and he loudly 
applauded her choice. She 
placed the first twig, and 
after examining it carefully, 
he spent the day carrying her 
others just as much like it as 
possible. If she used a dried 
grass blade, he carried grass 
blades until she began drop- 
ping them on the ground. 
.: V she worked in a bit of wild grape-vine bark, he peeled 
gnq}e-vii^s until she would have no more. It never oo- 
curred to him that he was the largest cardinal in the woods, 
in those days, and he had forgotten that he wore a red 
coat. She was not a skilled architect. Her nest certainly 
' was a loose ramshackle affair; but she had built it, and 
had allowed him to help her. It was hers; and he im- 
95 




Cl^e ftong o( tht CatDinal 

provised a psan in its praise. Every morning he perched 
on the edge of the nest and gazed in songless wonder at 
each beautiful new egg; and whenever she came to brood 
she sat as if entranced, eyeing her treasures in an ecstasy 
of proud possession. 

Taen she nestled them agamst her warm breast, and 
turned adoring eyes toward the Cardinal. If he sang 
from the dogwood, she faced that way. If he rocked on 
the wild grape-vine, she turned in her nest. If he went 
to the com field for grubs, she stood astride her eggs and 
peered down, watching his every movement with imconr 
cealed anxiety. The Cardinal forgot to be vain of his 
beauty; she delighted in it every hour of the day. Shy 
and timid beyond belief she had been dining her courtship; 
but she made reparation by being an incomparably gener* 
ous and devoted mate. 

And the Cardinal! He was astonished to find himself 
capable of so much and such varied feeling. It was not 
enough that he brooded while she went to bathe and ex« 
erase. The daintiest of every morsel he found was carried 
to her. When she rcxused to swallow another particle^ he 
perched on a twig dose by the nest many times in a day; 
and with sleek feathers and lowered crest, gazed at her ia 
silent worshipful adoration. 
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Up and down the river bank he flamed and rioted. la 
the sumac he uttered not the faintest " Chip ! " that might 
attract attention. He was so anxious to be inconspicuous 
that he appeared only half his real size. Always on leav- 
ing he gave her a tender little peck and ran his beak the 
length of her wing — a, characteristic caress that he de- 
lighted to bestow on her. 

If he f dt that he was disturbing her too often, he perched 
on the dogwood and sang for life, and love, and happiness, 
music was in a minor key now. The high, exultant, 
■ jcjnging notes of passion were mellowed and subdued. He 
j'fihiS improvising cradle songs and lullabies. He was telling 
her how he loved her, how he would fight for her, how he 
was watching over her, how he would signal if any danger 
were approaching, how proud he was of her, what a per- 
fect nest she had built, how beautiful he thought her 
eggs, what magnificent babies they would produce. Full 
of tenderness, melting with love, liquid with sweetness, 
the Cardinal sang to his patient little brooding mate: 
"So dear! So dear!" 

The farmer leaned on his corn-planter and listened to 
him intently. "I swanny! If he hasn't changed his 
song again, an' this time I'm blest if I can tell what he's 
saying!" Every time the Cardinal lifted his voice, th« 
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dip of the corn-planter ceased, and Abram hung on the 
notes and studied them over. 

One night he said to his wife: ''Maria, have you been 
notion' the redbird of late? He's changed to a new tun^ 
an' this time I'm completely stalled. I can't for the life, 
of me make out what he's saying. S'pose you step down 
to-morrow an' see if you can catch it for me. I'd g^e a 
pretty to know!" 

Maria felt flattered. She always had believed tbaS'^'^ 
she had a musical ear. Here was an opportunity 
test it and please Abram at the same time, 
hastened her work the foUowmg morning, and 
early slipped along the line fence. Hiding behind th#' 
oak, with straining ear and throbbing heart, she eageitfjr' 
listened. "Clip, dip," came the sound of the planter, 
as Abram's dear old figure trudged up the hill. "Chip I 
Chip!" came the warning of the Cardinal, aSk he flew to . 
his mate. 

He gave her some food, stroked her wing, and flying 
to the dogwood, sang of the love that encompassed him. 
As he trilled forth his tender care^ssing strain, the heart 
of the listening woman translated as did that of the brood- 
ing bird. 

With shiningeyes and flushed checks, she qped (iown 
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the fence. Panting and palpitating with exdtement, 
she met Abram half-way on his return trip. Forget- 
ful of her habitual reserve, she threw her arms around 
his neck, and drawing his face to hers, she cried: "Oh, 
Abram! I got it! I got it! I know what he's saying I 
Oh, Abram, my love! My own! To me 8o dear! So 
dear!" 

"So dear! So dear!" echoed the Cardinal. 

The bewilderment in Abram's face melted into com- 
rehension. He swept Maria from her feet as he lifted 
liishead. 

"On my soul! You have got it, honey! That's what 
he's sajdng, plain as gospel! I can teU it plainer'n any- 
thing he's simg yet, now I sense it." 

He gathered Maria in his arms, pressed her head against 
his breast with a trembling old hand, while the face he 
turned to the morning was bea,utiful. 

"I wish to God," he said quaveringly, " 'at every crea- 
ture on earth was as well fixed as me an' the redbird!'* 
Clasping each other, they listened with rapt faces, as, 
mellowing across the com field, came the notes of the 
Cardinal: "So dear! So dear!" 

After that Abram's devotion to his bird family became 
a mUd mania. He carried food to the top rail of the lii 
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fence every d^y, rain or shine, with the same regularity 
that he curried and fed Nancy in the bam. From caring 
for and so loving the Cardinal, there grew in his tender old 
heart a welling flood of sympathy for every bird that 
homed on his farm. 

He drove a stake to mark the spot where the kiUdeer 
hen brooded in the com field, so that he would not drive 
Nancy over the nest. When he closed the bars at the 
end of the lane, he always was careful to leave the third 
one down, for there was a chippy brooding in the openin||;; 
where it fitted when closed. Alders and sweetbrien' 
grew in his fence comers undisturbed that spring if hf^ 
discovered that they sheltered an anxious-eyed little 
mother. He left a square yard of clover immowed, 
because it seemed to him that the lark, singing nearer 
the Throne than any other bird, was picking up stray 
notes dropped by the Invisible Choir, and with im- 
equalled purity and tenderness, sending them ringing 
down to his brooding mate, whose home and happi- 
ness would be despoiled by the reaping of that spot 
of green. He delayed burning the brush-heap from 
the ^ring pruning, back of the orchard, until fall, 
when he foimd it houised a pair of fine thrushes; for 
the song o^ the thrush delighted him almost as much 

Z02 



Cde iS>on0 of tde CatDinal 

as that of the lark. He left a hollow limb on the old 
red pearmain apple-tree, because when he came to cut 
it there was a pair of bluebirds twittering around, frantic 
with anxiety. 

His pockets were bxilgy with wheat and crumbs, and 
his heart was big with happiness. It was the golden 
springtime of his later life. The sky never had seemed 
so blue, or the earth so beautifid. The Cardinal had 
opened the fountains of his soul; life took on a new 
colour and joy; while every work of God manifested 
a fresh and heretofore unappreciated loveUness. His 
y&cy muscles seemed to relax, and new strength arose 
to meet the demands of his uplifted spirit. He had 
not finished his day's work with such ease and plea- 
sure in years; and he coidd see the influence of his 
rejuvenation in Maria. She was flitting around her 
house with broken snatches of song, even sweeter to 
Abram's ears than the notes of the birds; and in recent 
days he had noticed that she dressed particularly for her 
afternoon's sewing, putting on her Sunday lace collar 
and a white apron. He immediately went to town and 
bought her a finer collar than she ever had owned in her 
life. 

Then he himted a sign painter, and came home bearing 
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wliat they do for me. Up go these signs, an' it won't be 
a Happy day for anybody I catch trespassin' on my 
birds." 

Maria studied the signs meditatively. "You shouldn't 

be forced to put 'em up," she said conclusively. "If it's 

been decided 'at it's good for 'em to be here, an' laws 

made to protect 'em, pe(^le ought to act with some sense, 

an' leave them alone. I never was so int'rested in the 

;faitds in aU my life; an' I'll jest do a little lookin' out my- 

If you hear a spang o' the dinner bell when you're 

in the field, you'll know it means there's some one 

ikin' 'round with a gun." 

Abram caught Maria, and ptianted a resounding smack 
f <m hier cheek, where the roses of girlhood JItet bloomed for 
him. Then he filled his pockets with crumbs and grain, 
and strolled to the river to set the Cardinal's table. He 
could hear the sharp incisive "Chip!" and the tender 
mdlow love-notes as he left the bam; and all the way 
to the sumac they rang in his ears. 

The Cardinal met him at the comer of the field, and 
hopped over bushes and the fence only a few yards from 
him. When Abram had scattered his store on the ran, 
the bird came tipping and tilting, daintily caught up a 
crumb, and carried it to the sumac. His mate was 
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pleased to take it; and he carried her one morsel after an- 
other imtil she refused to open her beak for more. He 
made a light supper himself; and then swinging on the 
grape-vine, Ve closed the day with an hour of music. He 
repeatedly turned a bright questioning eye toward Abram, 
but he never for a moment lost sight of the nest and the 
plump gray figure of his little mate. As she brooded over 
her eggs, he brooded over her; and that she might realize 
the depth and constancy of his devotion, he told her re- 
peatedly, with every tender inflection he could throw i 
his tones, that she was " So dear! So dear ! " 

The Cardinal had not known that the coming "of 
mate he so coveted woidd fill his life with such imceasing 
gladness, and yet, on the very day that happiness seemed ■ 
at fullest measure, there was trouble in the sumac. He 
had overstayed his time, chasing a fat moth he particu- 
larly wanted for his mate, and she, growing thirsty past 
endurance, left the nest and went to the river. Seeing 
her there, he made all possible haste to take his turn at 
brooding, so he arrived just in time to see a pilfering red 
squirrel starting away with an egg. 

With a vicious scream the Cardinal struck him fuU 
force. EQs rush of ib.^ cost the squirrel an eye; but it 
lost the father a birdling, for the squirrel dropped the 
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"See heret See here!** demanded the Cardindl 



Tbe majidatc rqteatedly nuig 
from the topmost tw^ of the 
thom tree, and yet the Cardi- 
nal was not in earnest. He i 
\'^vnM VX^JI^H J ^^'^ beside himself with a new J 
'^'/9^1u^\^f f and delightful excitement,] 
<r \<->-^^^ •aH and he found it impossible teti 

I!'!' y^mi^M I ^"^ ^"*°' ^"^ ^^^ *" ' 

IT If !■ II ' ij' i 'l'' ^^ feelings. He was (Mm- 

Siylliililtt "^*^ ^^ ^"""^ '^^ 

m\\ hWIIIII! 'Ii ■;Jlr!l every furred and feathered 
denizen of the river bottom 
to see ; then he fought like a wild thing if any of them voir ' 
tured close, for great things were happening in the stnnac. 
In past days the Cardinal had brooded an hour every 
morning while his mate went to take her exercise, bathe, 
and fluS in the sun parlour. He had gone to her that 
morning as usual, and she looked at him with anxious 
eyes and refused to move. He had hqiped to the vezy 
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s of the nest and repeatedly urged her to go. She 
/ ruffled her feathers, and nestled the eggs she was 
odmg to turn them, but did not offer to leave. The 
dinal reached over and gently nudged her with his 
k, to remind her that it was his time to brood; but 
looked at him almost savagely, and gave him a sharp 
k; so he knew she was not to be bothered. He carried 
every dainty he could find and hovered near her, tense 
h anxiety, almost all the day. 

t was late in the afternoon before she went after the 
ik for which she was half famished. She scarcely had 
ihed a willow and bent over the water before the Car- 
al was on the edge of the nest. He examined it closely, 
he could see no change. He leaned to give the eggs 
2ful scrutiny, and from somewhere there came to ^im 
faintest little "Chip!'' he ever had heard. Up went 
Cardinal's crest, and he dashed to the willow. There 
\ no danger in sight; and his mate was greedily dipping 
rosy beak in the water. He went back to the cradle 
[ listened intently, and again that feeble cry came to 
L. Under the nest, around it, and all through the 
lac he searched, until at last, completely baffled^ 
came back to the edge. The sound was so mudb 
ner there, that he suddenly leaned, caressing the 
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eggs with his beak; then the Caxdinal knew! He h^ 
been hearing the first faint cries of his shdl-incased 
babies! 

With a wild scream he made a flying leap through the 
air. His heart was beating to suffocation. He started 
in a race down the river. If he alighted on a bush he took 
only one swing, and springing from it flamed on in head- 
long flight. He flashed to the top of the tallest tulip 
tree, and cried cloudward to the lark: ^^See here I See 
here!" He dashed to the river bank and told tho 
killdeers, and then visited the imderbrush and i 
the thrushes and wood robins. Father-tender, he ^ 
so delirious with joy that he forgot his habitual aloof- 
ness, and fraternized with every bird beside the shin- 
ing river. He even laid aside his customary caution, 
went chipping into the sumac, and caressed his mate 
so boisterously she gazed at him severely and gave 
his wing a savage pull to recall him to his sober 
senses. 

That night the Cardinal slept in the sumac, very dose 
to his mate, and he shut only one eye at a time. Early 
in the morning, when he carried her the first food, he 
found that she was on the edge of the nest, dropping bits 
of shell outside; and creeping to peep, he saw the tiniest 
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coral baby, with closed eyes, and little patches of soft 
silky down. Its beak was wide open, and though his 
heart was even fuller than on the previous day, the Car- 
dinal knew what that meant; and instead of indulging in 
another celebration, he assumed the duties of paternity, 
and began searching forfood, for now there were two empty 
crops in his family. On the following day there were four. 
Then he really worked. How eagerly he searched, and 
how gladly he flew to the siunac with every rare morsel! 
The babies were too small for the mother to leave; and 
for the first few days the Cardinal was constantly on 
Tdng. 

If he could not find sufficiently dainty food for them in 
the trees and bushes, or among the offerings of the farmer, 
he descended to earth and searched like a wood robin. He 
f oigot he needed a bath or owned a sun parloiir ; but every- 
where he went, from his full heart there constantly bmrst 
the cry: "See here! See here!'* 

His mate made never a sound. Her eyes were bigger 
and softer than ever, and in them glowed a steady love- 
li^t. She hovered over those three red mites of nestlings 
so tendedy! She was so absorbed in feediQg, stroking, 
and coddling them she neglected herself until she became 
quite lean. When the Cardinal came every few minutes 
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with food, she was a picture of love and gratitude for his 
devoted attention, and once she reached over and softly 
kissed his wing, " See here 1 See here 1 '' shrilled the Car- 
dinal; and m his ecstasy he again forgot himself and sang 
in the sumac. Then he carried food with greater activity 
than ever to cover his lapse. 

The farmer knew that it lacked an hour of noon, but he 
was so anxious to tell Maria the news that he could not 

endure the suspense another minute. There was a new 
song from the sumac. He had heard it as he turned 

the first comer with the shovel plow. He had listened 

eagerly, and had caught the meaning almost at once — 

"See here! See here!" He tied the old gray mare to 

the fence to prevent her eating the young com, and went 

immediately. By leaning a rail against the thorn tree 

he was able to peer into the simiac, and take a good look 

^t the nest of handsome birdlings, now well screened with 

the imibreUa-like foliage. It seemed to Abram that he 

never could wait until noon. He critically examined the 

harness, in the hope that he would find a buckle missing, 

and tried to discover a flaw in the plow that would send 

him to the bam for a file; but he could not invent the 

ghost of an excuse for going. So, when he had waited 

until an hour of noon, he could endure it no longer. , 
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'*Got news for you, Maxia/' he called from the wel^ 
where he was making a great pretense of thirst 

*'0h I don't know," answered Maria, with a superior 
smile. "If it's about the redbirds, he's been up to the 
garden three times this morning yellin', ^See here!' fit 
to split; an' I jest figured that their little ones had hatched. 
Is that your news? " 

"Well I be dumed!" gasped the astonished Abram. 

Mid-afternoon Abram turned Nancy and started the 
plow down a row that led straight to the sumac. He 
intended to stop there, tie to the fence, and go to the 
river bank, in the shade, for a visit with the Cardi- 
naL It was very warm, and he was feeling the heat 
so much, that in his heart he knew he would be glad 
to reach the end of the row and the rest he had promised 
himself. 

The quick nervous strokes of the dinner bell, " Clang} 
Clang 1 " came cutting the air clearly and sharply. Abram 
stopped Nancy with a jerk. It was the warning Maria had 
promised to send him if she saw prowlers with guns. He 
shaded his eyes with his hand and scanned the points of 
the compass through narrowed lids with concentrated 
vision. He first caught a gleam of light playing on a 
fun-barrd, and then he could discern the £gure of a maai 
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dad in hunter' soutfit leisurely walking down the lane^ 
toward the river. 

Abram hastily hitched Nancy to the fence. By making 
the best time he could, he reached the opposite comer, 
and was nibbling the midrib of a young com blade 
and placidly viewing the landscape when the hunter 
passed. 

"Howdy! " he said in an even cordial voice. 

The hunter walked on without lifting his eyes or mak- 
ing audible reply. To Abram's friendly old-fashioned 
heart this seemed the rankest discourtesy; and there was 
a flash in his eye and a certain imnatural quality in his 
voice as he lifted a hand for parley. 

"Hold a minute, my friend," he said. "Since you art 
on my premises, might I be privileged to ask if you have 
seen a few signs 'at I have posted pertainin' to the use of a 
gun?" 

"I am not blind," replied the hunter; "and my educa- 
tion has been looked after to the extent that I can make 
out your notices. From the mmiber and size of them, I 
think I could do it, old man, if I had no eyes." 

The scarcely suppressed sneer, and the "old man" 
grated on Abram 's nerves amazingly, for a man of sixty 
years of peace. The gleam in his eyes grew stronger, 
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and there was a perceptible lift of his shoulders as he 
answered: 

*^I meant *em to be read an' understood! From the 
main road passin' that cabin up there on the bank, straight 
to the river, an' from the furthermost line o' this field 
to the same, is my premises, an' on every foot of 'em 
the signs are in full force. They're in a little fuller 
force in June, when half the bushes an' tufts o' grass 
are housin' a yoimg bird family, 'an at any other 
time. They're sort o' upholdin' the legislature's act, 
providing for the protection o' game an' singin' bird^ 
an' maybe it 'ud be well for you to notice 'at I'm nob 
so old but I'm able to stand up for my rights before any 
livin' man." 

There certainly was an added tinge of respect in the 
hunter's tones as he asked : " Would you consider it tres- 
pass if a man simply crossed your land, following the 
line of the fences to reach the farm of a friend? " 

"Certainly not!" cried Abram, cordial in his relief. 
" To be siure not ! Glad to have you convenience yourself. 
I only wanted to jest call to your notice 'at the birds are 
protected on this farm." 

"I have no intention of interfering with your precious 
birds, I assure you," replied the himter. "And if yog. 
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require an explanation of the gun in June, I confess I 
did hope to be able to pick off a squirrel for a very sick 
friend. But I suppose for even such cause it would not 
be allowed on your prenuses." 

" Oh pshaw now 1 " said Abram. " Man alive 1 I'm not 
onreasonable. O' course in case o' sickness I'd be glad if 
you could run across a sqxiirrel. All I wanted was to have 
a dear imderstandin' about the birds. Good luck, an' 
good day to youl" 

Abram started across the field to Nancy, but he re- 
peatedly turned to watch the gleam of the gun-barrel, as 
the hunter rounded the comer and started down the river 
bank. He saw him leave the line of the fence and dis- 
appear in the thicket. 

"Goin* straight for the sumac," muttered Abram. 
*'It's likely I'm a fool for not stayin' right beside him past 
that point. An' yet — ^I made it fair an' plain, an' he 
passed his word 'at he wouldn't touch the birds." 

He imtied Nancy, and for the second time started 
toward the siunac. He had been plowing carefully, his 
attention divided between the mare and the com; but he 
iq)rooted half that row, for his eyes wandered to the Car- 
dinal's home as if he were fascinated, and his hands were 
shaking with undue excitement as he gripped the plow 
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handles. At last he stopped Nancy, and stood gazing 
eagerly toward the river. 

" Must be jest about the sumac," he whispered. " LordI 
but I'll be glad to see the old gun-barrel gleamin' safe 
t'other side o' it." 

There was a thin puff of smoke, and a screaming 
echo went rolling and reverberating down the Wabash. / 
Abram 's eyes widened, and a curious whiteness settled on 
his Hps. He stood as if incapable of moving. "Clang! 
Clang!" came Maria's second warmng. 

The trembling slid from him, and his muscles hard* 
ened. There was no trace of rheumatic stiffness in his 
movements. With a bound he struck the chain-traces 
from the singletree at Nancy's heels. He caught the 
hames, leaped on her back, and digging his heels into her 
sides, he stretched along her neck like an Indian and raced 
across the com field. Nancy's twenty years slipped from 
her as her master's sixty had from him. Without imder- 
standing the emergency, she knew that he required all the 
speed there was in her; and with trace-chains rattling and 
beating on her heels, she stretched out imtil she fairly 
swept the yoimg com, as she raced for the sxmaac. Once 
Abram straightened, and slipping a hand into his pocket, 
dxew out a formidable jack-knife, opening it as he rode« 
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When he reached the fence, he almost flew over Nancy's 
head. He went into a fence comer, and with a few slashes 
severed a stout hickory withe, stripping the leaves and 
topping it as he leaped the fence. 

He grasped this ugly weapon, his eyes dark with anger 
as he appeared before the hiinter, who supposed him at 
the other side of the field. 

"Did you shoot at that redbird?" he roared. 

As his gun was at the sportman's shoulder, and he was 
still peering among the bushes, denial seemed useless. 
**Yes, I did," he replied, and made a pretense of tiiming 
to the smnac again. 

There was a forward impulse of Abram's body. "Hit 
'im? " he demanded with awful calm. 

" Thought I had, but I guess I only winged him." 

Abram's fingers closed aroimd his club. At the soimd 
of his friend's voice, the Cardinal came darting through 
the bushes a wavering flame, and swept so closely to hini 
for protection that a wing almost brushed his cheek. 
' "See herel See herel" shrilled the bird in deadly panic 
There was not a cut feather to be seen on him. 

Abram's relief was so great he seemed to R^riTilr an inch 
in height.. 

"Young man, you better thank your God you missed 
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that bird," he said solemnly, "for if you'd killed him, I'd 
a-mauled this stick to ribbons on you, an' I'm most afraid 
I wouldn't a-knowed when to quit." 

He advanced a step in his eagerness, and the himter^ 
mistaking his motive, levelled his gun. 

"Drop that!" shouted Abram, as he broke through the 
bushes that climg to him, tore the clothing from his 
shoulders, and held him back. "Drop that! Don't 
you dare point a weapon at me; on my own premises, an^ 
after you passed your word. 

"Your word!" repeated Abram, with withering scorn, 
his white, quivering old face terrible to see. "Yoimg 
man, I got a couple o' things to say to you. You'r' 
shaped like a man, an' you'r' dressed like a man, an^ yet 
the smartest person livin' would never take you for any- 
thing but an egg-suckin' dog, this minute. All the time 
God ever spent on you was wasted, an' your mother's had 
the same luck. I s'pose God's used to having creatures 'at 
He's made go wrong, but I pity your mother. Goodness 
knows a woman suffers an' works enough over her chil- 
dren, an' then to fetch a boy to man 's estate an' have him, 
of his own free will an' accord, be a liar! Young man, 
truth is the comer-stone o' the temple o' character. No*» 
body can put up a good buildin' without a solid foimdap 
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tion; an* you can^t do solid character buildin' with a lie 
at the base. Man 'at's a liar ain't fit for anything! Can't 
trust him in no sphere or relation o' life; or in any way, 
shape, or manner. You passed out your word like a 
man, an' like a man I took it an' went off trustin' you, 
an' you failed me. Like as not that squirrel story was 
a lie, too! Have you got a sick friend who is needin' 
squirrel broth? " 

The hunter shook his head. 

"No? That wasn't true either? I'll own you make 
me curious. 'Ud you mind tellin' me what was your idy 
in cookin' up that squirrel story? " 

The himter spoke with an effort. " I suppose I wanted 
to do something to make you feel small," he admitted, in a 
husky voice. 

"You wanted to make me feel small," repeated Abram, 
wonderingly. " Lord ! Lord ! Yoimg man, did you ever 
hear o' a boomerang? It's a kind o' weapon used in 
Borneo, er Australy, er some o' them furrin parts, an 
it's so made 'at the heathens can pitch it, an' it cuts a 
drde an' comes back to the fellow 'at throwed, I can't 
see myself, an' I don't know how small I'm lookin'; but 
I'd rather lose ten year o* my life 'an to have anybody 
catch me lookin' as little as you do right now. I guess we 
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look about the way we fed in this world. I'm feelin' 
near the size o' Goliath at present; but your size is such 
'at it hustles me to see any man in you at all. An' you 
wanted to make me feel small! My, oh, myl An' you 
so yoimg yet, too! 

"An' if it hadn't a-compassed a matter o' breakin' your 
word, what 'ud you want to kill the redbird for, anyhow? 
Who give you rights to go 'roimd takin' such beauty an' 
joy out of the world? Who do you think made this world 
an' the things 'at's in it? Maybe it's your notion 'at 
somebody about your size whittled it from a block o* 
woodt scattered a little sand for earth, stuck a few seeds 
for trees, an' started the oceans with a waterin'-poti 
I don't kaow what paved streets an' stall feedin' do for 
a man, but any one 'at's lived sixty year on the groimd 
knows 'at this whole old earth is jest teemin' with work 
'at's too big for anything but a God, an' a mighty big 
God at that! 

"You don't never need bother none 'bout the diskivries 
o' science, for if science could prove 'at the earth was a 
red hot slag broken from the sun, 'at balled an' cooled 
flyin' through space imtil the force o' gravity caught an' 
held it, it doesn't prove what the sun broke from, or why it 
balled an' didn't cooL Sky over yoiu: head, earth under 
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foot, trees around you, an' river there— all full o' life 
'at you ain't no mortal right to touch, 'cos God made it, 
an' it's His ! Course, I know 'at He said distinct 'at man 
was to have 'dominion over the beasts o' the field, an' 
the fowk o' the air.' An' that means 'at you're free to 
smash a copper-head instead of letting it sting you. Means 
'at you better shoot a wolf than to let it carry off your 
lambs. Means 'at it's right to kill a hawk an' save yoiu: 
chickens; but God knows 'at shootin' a redbird just to see 
the feathers fly isn't having dominion over anything; 
it's jest makin' a plumb beast o' yerself. Passes me, how 
you can face up to the Almighty, an' draw a bead on a 
thing like that ! Takes more gall'n I got ! 

" God never made anything prettier 'an that bird, an' 
He must a-been mighty proud o' the job. Jest cast yoiuj 
eyes on it there ! Ever see anything so nmnin' over with 
dainty, pretty, coaxin' ways? Little red creatures, full 
o' hist'ry, too ! Ever think o' that? Last year's bird, 
hatched hereabout, like as not. Went South for winter, 
an' made friends 'at's been feedin', an' teachin' it to trust 
mankind. Back this spring in a night, an' struck that 
sumac over a month ago. Broke me all up first time I 
ever set eyes on it. 

'^ Biggest reddest redbird I ever saw; an' jest a master 
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hand at king's English! Talk plain as you can! Don't 
know what he said down South, but you can bank on it, 
it was sumpin' pretty fine. When he settled here, he was 
discoiursin' on the weather, an' he talked it out about 
proper. He'd say, *Wet year! Wet year!' jest like 
that! He got the Vet' jest as good as I can, an', if he 
drawed the *ye-ar' out a little, still any blockhead could 
a-told what he was sayin', an' in a voice pretty an' clear 
as a bell. Then he got love-sick, an' begged for comp'ny 
until he broke me all up. An' if I'd a-been a hen red- 
bird I wouldn't a-been so long comin'. Had me pulverized 
in less'n no time ! Then a little hen comes 'long, an' stops 
with him; an' 'twas like an organ plajdn' prayers to hear 
him tell her how he loved her. Now they've got a nest 
fuU o' the cunningest little topknot babies, an' he's split- 
tin' the echoes, calling for the whole neighbourhood to 
come see 'em, he's so mortal proud. 

"Stake my life he's never been fired on afore! He's 
pretty near wild with narvousness, but he's got too much 
^unk to leave his famly, an' go off an' hide from crea- 
tures like you. They's no caution in him. Look at him 
tearin' 'roimd to give you another chance ! 

"I felt most too rheiunaticky to tackle field work this 
q>rixig until he come 'long, an' the fire o' his coat an' song 
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got me warmed up as I ain't been in years. Work's gone 
like it was greased, an' my soul's been singin' for joy o* life 
an* happiness ev'ry minute o' the time since he come. 
Been carryin' him grub to that top rail once an' twice a 
day for the last month, an' I can go in three feet o' him. 
My wife comes to see him, an' brings him stuff; an' we 
about worship him. Who are you, to come long an' 
wipe out his joy in life, an' our joy in him, for jest nothin'? 
You'd a left him to rot on the groimd, if you'd a hit him; 
an' me an' Maria's loved him sol 

**D'you ever stop to think how full this world is o' things 
to love, if your heart's jest big enough to let 'em in? We 
love to live for the beauty o' the things surroundin' us, 
an' the joy we take in bein' among 'em. An' it's my belief 
'at the way to make folks love us, is for us to be able to 
'preciate what they can do. If a man's puttin' his heart 
an' soul, an' blood, an' beef-steak, an' bones into paintin' 
picters, you'can talk farmin' to him all day, an' he's dumb; 
but jest show him 'at you see what he's a-drivin' at in his 
work, an' he'll love you like a brother. Whatever any- 
body succeeds in, it's success 'cos they so love it 'at they 
put the best o'theirselves into it; an' so, lovin' what they 
do, is lovin' them. 

*^It 'ud 'bout kill a painter-man to put the best o' him- 
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sdf into his picture, an* then have some fellow like you 
come 'long an' pour turpentine on it jest to see the paint 
run; an' I think it must pretty well use CJod up, to figure 
out how to make an' colour a thing like that bird, an' then 
have you walk up an' shoot the little red heart out of it, 
jest to prove 'at you can ! He's the very life o' this river 
bank. I'd as soon see you dig up the tmderbrush, an' 
dry up thAr river, an' spoU the picture they make against 
the sky, as to hev' you drop the redbird. He's the red 
life o' the whole thing! God must a-made him when his 
heart was pulsin' hot with love an' the lust o' creatin' in- 
com-^or-able things; an' He jest saw how pretty it 'ud 
be to dip his f eatherin' into the blood He was puttin' in his 
veins. 

*'To my mind, ain't no better way to love an' worship 
God, 'an to protect an' 'predate these fine gifts He's 
given for our joy an' use. Worshipin' that bird's a kind 
o' religion with me. Getting the beauty from the sky, 
an' the trees, an' the grass, an' the water 'at God made, is 
nothin' but doin' Him homage. Whole earth's a sanctu- 
ary. You can worship from sky above to grass under 
foot. 

'Xourse, each man has his particular altar. Mine's 
in that cabin up at the bend o' the river. Maria lives 
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there. God never did cleaner work, 'an when He made 
Maria. Lovin' her's sacrament. She's so.dean, an' pure, 
an' honest, an' big-hearted! In forty year I've never 
jest diurst brace right up to Maria an' try to put in words 
what she means to me. Never saw nothin' else as beau- 
tiful, or as good. No flower's as fragrant an' smelly as 
her hair on her pillow. Never tapped a bee tree with 
honey sweet as her lips a-twitchin' with a Mfve quiver. 
Ain't a bird long the ol' Wabash with a voice up to hexs. 
Love o' God ain't broader'n her kindness. When she's 
been home to see her folks, I've been so hungry for her 
'at I've gone to her closet an' kissed the hem o' her skirts 
more'n once. I've never yet dared kiss her feet, but 
I've always wanted to. I've laid out 'at if she dies 
first, I'll do it then. An' Maria 'ud cry her eyes out if 
you'd a-hit the redbird. Your trappin's look like you 
could shoot. I guess 'twas God made that shot fly the 
mark. I guess — " 

**If you can stop, for the love of mercy do iti" cried 
the himter. His face was a sickly white, his tenq>les 
wet with sweat, and his body trembling. '^ I can't endure 
any more. I don't suppose you think I've any human 
instincts at all; but I have a few, and I see the way to 
arouse more. You probably won't believe me, but 111 
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never kiU another innocent harmless thing; and I will 
never lie again so long as I live.'' 

He leaned his gun against the thorn tree, and dropped 
the remainder of his hunter's outfit beside it on the grouiid. 

"I don't seem a fit subject to 'have dominion,' " he said. 
'Ill leave those things for you; and thank you for what 
you have done for me." 

There was a crash through the bushes, a leap over the 
fence, and Abram and the Cardinal were alone. 

The old man sat down suddenly on a fallen limb of the 
sycamore. He was almost dazed with astonishment. 
He held up his shaking hands, and watched them won- 
deringly, and then cuppi^ one over each trembling knee 
to steady himself. He outlined his dry lips with the tig 
of his tongue, and breathed in heavy gusts. He glanced 
toward the thorn tree. 

"Left his gun," he hoarsely whispered, " an it's fine as a 
fiddle. Lock, stock, an' barrel just a-shinin'. An' aH 
that heap o' leather fixin's. Must a-cost a lot o' money. 
Said he wasn't fit to use 'em I Lept the fence like a 
panther, an' cut dirt across the com field. An' left me the 
gun! Well! Well! Well! Wonder what I said? I 
must a-been abnostfia^ce.** 

''Seeherel See here I "shrilled the CaidinaL 
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Abram looked him over carefully. He was quivering 
with fear, but in no way injured. 

'^ My! but that was {t close call, oV fellow/' said Abram. 
^ Minute later, an' our fun 'ud a-been over, an' the smn- 
mer jest spoiled. Wonder if you knew what it meant, 
an' if you'll be gun-shy after this. Land knows, I hope 
so; for a few more such doses 'ull jest lay me up." 

He gathered himself together at last, set the gun over 
the fence, and climbing after it, caught Nancy, who had 
feasted to plethora on yoimg com. He fastened up the 
trace-chains, and climbing to her back, laid the gun :across[ 
his lap and rode to the bam. He attended the mare with 
particular solicitude, and bathed his face and hands in the 
water trough to make himself a little more presentable to 
Maria. He started to the house, but had only gone a 
short way when he stopped, and after standing in thought 
for a time, turned back to the barn and gave Nancy an- 
other ear of com. 

"After all, it was all you, ol' girl," he said, patting 
her shoxilder, " I never on earth could a-made it on time 
afoot." 

He was so tired he leaned for support against her, for 
the unusual exertion and intense excitement were telling on 
him sorely, and as he rested he confided to her: "I don't 
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know as I ever in my life was so riled, Nancy. I*m afraid 
I was a little mite fierce." 

He exhibited the gun, and told »the story very soberly 
at supper time; and Maria was so filled with solicitude 
for him and the bird, and so indignant at the act of the 
htmter, that she never said a word about Abram^s torn 
clothing and the hours of patching that would ensue. 
She sat looking at the gun and thinking intently for a long 
time; and then she said pityingly: 

"I don't know jest what you could a-said 'at *ud make 
a man go off an' leave a gun like that. Poor fellow! I 
do hope, Abram, you didn't come down on him too awful 
strong. Maybe he lost his mother when he was jest a 
little tyke, an' he hasn't had much teachin'." 

Abram was completely worn out, and went early to bed« 
Far in the night Maria felt him fmnbling aroimd her face 
in an effort to learn if she were covered; and as he drew 
the sheet over her shoulder he muttered in worn and sleepy 
tones: "I'm afraid they's no use denyin' it, Maria, / was 
jest mortal fierce. ^^ 

In the sumac the frightened little mother cardinal was 
pressing her precious babies close against her breast; and 
all through the night she kept calling to her mate, " Chookl 
Chookl" and was satisfied only when an answering 
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''Chip!" came. As for the Cardinal^ he had learned a 
new lesson. He had not been under fire before. Never 
again would he trust any one carrying a shining thing that 
belched fire and simoke. He had seen the hunter comingi 
and had raced home to defend his mate and babies, thus 
making a brilliant mark of himself; and as he would not 
have deserted them, only the arrival of the farmer had 
averted a tragedy in the simoac. He did not learn to use 
caution for himself; but after that, if a gun came down 
the shining river, he sent a warning ^^Chip!" to his mate, 
telling her to crouch low in her nest and keep very quiet, 
and then, in broken waves of flight, and with chirp and 
flutter, he exposed himself until he had lured danger from 
his beloved ones. 

When the babies grew large enough for their mother 
to leave them a short time, she assisted in food hunting, 
and the Cardinal was not so busy. He then could find 
time frequently to mount to the top of the dogwood, and 
cry to the world, "See here I See herel" for the cardinal 
babies were splendid. But his music was broken inter- 
mittent vocalizing now, often uttered past a beakful of 
food, and interspersed with spasmodic "chips'* if danger 
threatened his mate and nestlings. 

Despite all their care, it was not so very long until 
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trouble came to the sumac; and it was aJl because the 
first-bom was plainly greedy; much more so than either 
his little brother or his sister, and he was one day ahead of 
them in strength. He always pushed himself forward, 
cried the loudest and longest, and so took the greater part 
of the food carried to the nest; and one day, while he was 
still quite awkward and imcertain, he climbed to the edge 
and reached so far that he fell. He rolled down the river 
bank, splash! into the water; and a hungry old pickerel, 
sunning in the weeds, finished him at a snap. He made a 
morsel so fat, sweet, and juicy that the pickerel lingered 
close for a week, waiting to see if there would be any more 
accidents. 

The Cardinal, himting grubs in the com field, heard the 
frightened cries of his mate, and dashed to the sumac in 
time to see the poor little ball of brightly tinted feathers 
disappear in the water and to hear the splash of the fish* 
He called in helpless panic and fluttered over the spoL 
He watched and waited imtil there was no hope of the 
nestling coming up, then he went to the sumac to try to 
comfort his mate. She could not be convinced that her 
yoxmg one was gone, and for the remainder of the day filled 
the air with alarm cries and notes of wailing. 

The two that remained were surely the envy of Bird> 
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land. The male baby was a perfect copy of his big criin- 
son father, only his little coat was gray; but it was so 
highly tinged with red that it was brilliant^ and his beak 
and feet were really red; and how his crest did flare, and 
how proud and important he felt, when he found he could 
raise and lower it at will. His sister was not nearly so 
bright as he, and she was almost as greedy as the lost 
brother. With his father's chivalry he allowed her to 
crowd in and take the most of the seeds and berries, so 
that she continually appeared as if she could swallow no 
more, yet she was constantly calling for food. 

She took the first flight, being so greedy she forgot to 
be afraid, and actually flew to a neighbouring thorn tree 
to meet the Cardinal, coming with foody before she real- 
ized what she had done. For once gluttony had its proper 
reward. She not only missed the bite, but she got her 
little self mightily well scared. With poppiag eyes and 
fear-flattened crest, she clung to the thorn limb, shivering 
at the depths below; and it was the greatest comfort when 
her brother plucked up courage and came sailing across 
to her. But, of coiurse, she could not be expected to admit 
that. When she saw how easily he did it, she flared her 
crest, turned her head indifferently, and inquired if he 
did not find flying a very easy matter, once he mustered 
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courage to try it; and she made him very much ashamed 
indeed because he had allowed her to be the first to leave 
the nest. From the thorn tree they worked their way to 
the dead sycamore; but there the lack of foliage made 
them so conspicuous that their mother almost went into 
spasms from fright, and she literally drove them back to 
the sumac. 

The Cardinal was so inordinately proud, and made such 
a brave showing of teaching them to fly, bathe, and all the 
other things necessary for young birds to know, that it was 
a great mercy they escaped with their lives. He had 
mastered many lessons, but he never coidd be taught how 
to be quiet and conceal himself. With explosive "chips'* 
flaming and flashing, he met clangers that sent all the 
other birds beside the shining river racing to cover. Con- 
cealment he scorned; and repose he never knew. 

It was a summer full of rich experience for the Cardinal. 
After these first babies were raised and had flown, two 
more nests were built, and two other broods flew around 
the sumac. By fall the Cardinal was the father of a 
small flock, and they were each one neat, trim, beautiful 
river birds. 

He had lived through spring with its perfumed air, pale 
flowers, and burning heart hunger. He had known sum- 
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mer in its golden moody with forests pungent with spioe* 
bush and sassafras; festooned with wild gn^, woodbine, 
and bittersweet; carpeted with velvet moss and stany 
mandrake peeping from beneath green shades; the never- 
ending murmur of the gl^ining river; and the rich fulfil- 
ment of love's fruition. 

Now it was fall, and all the promises of spring were ac- 
complished. The woods were glorious in autumnal tints. 
There were ripened red haws, black haws, and wild gn^)es 
only waiting for severe frosts, nuts rattling down, scuny- 
ing squirrels, and the rabbits' flash of gray and brown. 
The waysides were bright with the glory of goldenrod, 
and royal with the purple of asters and ironwort There 
was the rustle of falling leaves, the flitting of velvely 
butterflies, the whir of wings trained southward, and the 
call of the king crow gathering his followers. 

Then to the Cardinal came the intuition that it was 
time to lead his family to the orange orchard. One day 
they flamed and rioted up and down the shining river, 
raced over the com field, and tilted on the smnac. The 
next, a black frost had stripped its antlered limbs. Stask 
and deserted it stood, a picture of loneliness. 

O bird of wonderful plumage and human-like soogi 
What a precious thought of Divinity to create suchbetaty 
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and music for our pleasure! Brave songster of the flam^ 
ing coaty too proud to hide your flashing beauty, too fear^, 
less to be cautious of the many dangers that beset youj 
from the top of the morning we greet you, and hail 3^00. 



of Birdland| at your imperious c(»nmand: ^^ See here] 
Seehexer' 
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HER FATHER'S DAUGHTER. Illustrated. 

This story is of California and tells of that charmine girl, Linda 
Stiong, otherwise known as ** Her Father's Daughter." 

A DAUGHTER OF THE LAND. Illuatrated. 

Kate Bates, the heroine of this storjr, is a true ** Daughter of the 
Land," and to read about her is truly inspiring. 

MICHAEL O'HALLORAN. Illustrated by Fiances Rogers. 

Michael is a quick-witted little Irish newsboy, living in Northern 
Indiana. He adopts a deserted little girl, a cripple. He aJso aspires 
to lead the entire rural community upward and onward. 

LADDIE. Illustrated by Herman Pfeifer. 

This is a bright, cheery tale with the scenes laid in Indiana. Tho 
story is told by Little Sister, the youngest member of a lar^e family, 
but it is concerned not so much with childish doings as with the love 
affairs of older members of the family. 

THE HARVESTER. lUustrated by W. L. Jacobs. 

"The Harvester," is a man of the woods and fields, and is well 
worth knowing, but when the Girl comes to his '^Medidno Woods," 
there begins a romance of the rarest idyllic quality. 

FRECKLES. lUustrated. ' 

Freckles is a nameless waif wh6n the tale opens, but the way in 
which he takes hold of life ; the nature friendships he forms ; and 
, his love-story with ** The Angel " are full of real sentiment. 

A GIRL OF THE LIMBEKLOST. lUustrated. 

The story of a jg^irl of the Michigan woods ; a buoyant, loveable 
type of the self-rehant American. Her philosophy is one of love and 
landness toward all things ; her hope is never cUimmed. 

AT THE FOOT OF THE RAINBOW. lUustraUons in colors. 

The scene of this charming: love storv is laid in Central Indiana. 
It is one of devoted friendship, and tender self-sacrificing love. 

THE SONG OF THE CARDINAL. Profusely Dlustrated. 

A love ideal of the Cardinal bird and his mate, told with delicacy 
and humor. 
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SEVENTEEN. Dlustarated by ArihurlWilliam Brown. 

No one but the creator of Penrod oould have portrayed 
the immortal youn^^ people of thk story. Its humor is irre- 
ristible and reminiscent of the time when the reader ?ras 
Seventeen. 

FENROD. Illustrated by Gordon Grant 

Ihis is a picture^of a boy's hearty full of the lovablei ho* 
morous, tragic thmgs irtiich are locked secrets to most ddes 
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PENROD AND SAM. lUustrated by Worth Brehm. 
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aome remarkable phases of real boyhood and someof the best 
'atones of juvenile prankishness that have ever been wixtteo. 

THE TURMOIL. Illustrated by C. £. Ghamben^ 

Bibbs Sheridan is a dreamy, imagfnative youth, who re- 
volts against his .father's plans for him to be a servitor ot 
big business. The love,^ a fine girl turns Bibb's life from 
future to success. 

j THE GENTLEMAN FROM INDIANA. Frontispiece. 

A story of love and politics, — ^more especially a picture of 
a country editor's life in Indisjia, but^the charm oi the book 
tlies in the love interest. 

THE FLIRT, Illustrated by Clarence F. Underwood. 

The " Flirt," the younger of two casters, breaks one c^l'a 

engagement, drives one man to suicide, causes the murder 

of another, leads another to lose his fortune, and in the end 

marries a stupid and unpromising suitor, leaving the real^ 

I worthy one to marry her sister. 
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)OSSELYN'S WIFE. Frontispiece by C. Allan Gilbert- 

The story of a beautiful woman who fought a bitter fight for. 
happiness and love. 

MARTIE. THE UNCONQUERED. 

Illustrated by Charles E. Chambers. 
The triumph of a dauntless spirit over adverse conditions. 

THE HEART OF RACHAEL. 

Frontispiece by Charles E. Chambers. 

An interesting story of divorce and the problems that come 
with a second marriage. 

THE STORY OF JULIA PAGE. 

Frontiipiece by C. Allan Gilbert. 

: A sympathetic portrayal of the c^aest of a normal girl, obscure 
and lonely, for the happiness of life. 

SATURDAY'S CHILD. Frontispiece by F. Graham Cootes. 

Can a girl, bom in rather sordid conditions, lift herself through 
sheer determination to the better things for which her S(mi1 
hungered ? 

MOTHER. Illustrated by F. C. Yohn. 

A story of the big mother heart that beats in the backgroimd 
of every girl's life, and some dreams which came true. 
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THE WHITE LADIES OF WORCESTER 

A novel of the 12th Century. The heroine, believing she 
had lost her lover, enters a convent. He returns, and in- 
teresting developments follow. 

THE UPAS TREE 

A love story of rare charm. It deals with a successful 
author and his wife. 

THROUGH THE POSTERN GATE 

The story of a seven day courtship, in which the dis- 
crepancy in ages vanished m$o insignificance before the 
convincmg demonstration of abiding love. .^ 

THE ROSARY 

The story of a yfnmg artist who is reputed to love beauty 
above all else iiyjtewprld, but who, when blinded through 
an acxident, gamsoih'ii greatest happiness. A rare story 
of the great passion of two real people superbly capable of 
love, its sacnfices and its exceeding reward. 

THE MISTRESS OF SHENSTONE 

The lovely youn^L.ady Ingleby, recently widowed by the 
death of a husband who never understood her, meets a fine, 
clean 3roui^ c)iap who is ignorant of her title and they fall 
deeply infove with eadi oHitf. When he learns her real 
idcoitity a situation of singul^^ower is developed. 

THE BROKjSN HALO - f «:*. 

The story of a 'young man whose religious belief was 
shattered in childhood and restored to him by the little 
white lady, many years older than himself , to whom he it 
passionately devoted. 

THE FOLLOWING OF THE STAR 

The story of a young missionary, who, about to start for 
Africa, marries wealthy Diana Rivers, in order to help her 
fulfill the conditions of her uncle's will, and how they finally 
come to love each other and are reunited after experiences 
that soften and purify. 
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